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“As for me, my bed is made. I am against bigness 
and greatness in all their forms, and with the invisible 
moral forces that work from individual to individual, 
stealing in through the crannies of the world like so 
many soft rootlets, or like the capillary oozing of water, 
and yet rending the hardest monuments of man’s pride, 
if you give them time. 

‘The bigger the unit you deal with, the hollower, the 
more brutal, the more mendacious is the life displayed.” 

—WILLIAM JAMES, in a letter to Mrs. Henry 
Whitman. 


“ Nothing is more characteristic of Jesus’ method than 
His indifference to the many—His devotion to the single 
soul. His attitude to the public, and His attitude to a 
private person were a contrast and a contradiction. If 
His work was likely to cause a sensation, Jesus charged 
His disciples to let no man know it: if the people got 
wind of Him, He fled to solitary places: if they found 
Him, as soon as might be He escaped. But He used 
to take young men home with Him, who wished to ask 
questions: He would spend all night with a perplexed 
scholar: He gave an afternoon to a Samaritan woman. 
He denied Himself to the multitude: He lay in wait 
for the individual. This was not because He under- 
valued a thousand, it was because He could not work 
on the thousand scale; it was not because He over-valued 
the individual, it was because His method was arranged 
for the scale of one.” 

—Joun Watson, The Mind of the Master. 


“Again and again, before our time, men have grown 
content with a diluted doctrine. And again and again 
there has followed on that dilution, coming as out of 
the darkness in a crimson cataract, the strength of the 
red original wine.” 

—G. K. Cuestrrton, The Everlasting Man. 
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I 


AN ADVENTURE IN APOSTOLIC 
CHRISTIANITY 


conversation on the telephone, I told a frag- 

ment of one of the stories which follows; and 
the friend at the other end said, “ Why don’t you 
print that story in full? I am sure that things 
like that don’t happen in our church.” 

For better or for worse I have taken the sug- 
gestion and committed that story, and some others 
like it, to “ the dreadful perpetuity of print.” For 
better, if some persons can be led by these stories 
into a vision of dry bones (personal or ecclesias- 
tical) turning into life; for worse, if any one can 
read through these stories of human deliverance, 
yet miss the throbbing meaning of it all, and feel 
that it is nothing to them. 

Some will probably say that these stories are too 
intimate to publish. I have my moods like that, 
too. If any one has the right to feel that the things 
here set down are too revealing for paper and 
printer’s ink, it is I myself; for from the begin- 
nings, through high and low points in the pilgrim- 
age, I have shared with these friends the experi- 
ences of the spiritual journey thus far. I respect 
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them as perhaps one only can who is permitted 
the privilege of spiritual intimacy. I least of all 
would wish to have publicity brush a touch of the 
bloom from the naturalness and radiant spiritual 
joy and simplicity of them. 

But they and I belong to a new generation, 
which is feverishly trying to find its way to full- 
ness of life. The human mind has been turned 
upside down these last few years; and in the cel- 
lars of it we have been finding some things of 
which we cannot afford to be very proud. We 
have found ourselves pretty dishonest, pretty raw, 
pretty animal about a good many things. And 
some people are therefore trying to be honest, and 
reasonable about the human equipment, trying to 
face life as it is, and see what we can do with it. 

We who stand behind these stories, and vouch 
for the experiences which are here recorded, be- 
lieve that the deep hungers of the spirit for traffic 
with the Unseen, the longing for spiritual whole- 
ness and unity and satisfaction, are also part and 
parcel of human nature, demanding to be heard 
from and reckoned with as much as any physical. 
instinct. Some of us wandered long before we 
fully admitted that. But, like honest Tolstoi, we 
died when we denied it, and we lived when we 
recognized it. We tell these stories for what they 
are worth. They ought to have upon them the 
brand of actual, first-hand experience. We offer 
them to those who will read them for the simple 
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reason that we have found a way of life which 
fully and entirely satisfies, and we do not care to 
keep it to ourselves. We believe that whatever 
has the possibility of helping somebody, has the 
warrant to be made public. 

These spiritual adventures took place in connec- 
tion with the work of an old, downtown church in 
the middle of New York City. Business roars 
around us; Gramercy Park is a little residential 
oasis to the east of us. I mention our locality, 
not because geography much affects grace—these 
stories might just as well have taken place on 
great uptown avenues if some who are too much 
at ease in Zion should grow warm with concern 
about themselves, and demand a more challenging 
and vital spiritual experience; but I have hopes 
this book may carry a new vision to some who 
work under the circumstances of a somewhat faded 
neighbourhood, and help them to see that their 
limitations may be blessings in disguise. 

By their limitations, they may be forced to 
forego the worship of the god of numbers, and 
turn to doing spiritual work with individuals. 
Jesus seems to me to have chosen between touch- 
ing slightly a whole countryside, and influencing 
deeply a handful. He took the handful. And I 
believe enough in the moral character of God, in 
His faith in quality against quantity, to think that 
some day He may cause our reports and our cate- 
gories of magnitude to look very ridiculous indeed: 
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and gravely embarrass us by asking us why we 
mourned the smallness of our numbers, instead of 
vitalizing the spiritually mediocre who may have 
sat beneath our preaching for years. 

I hope through the pages of this book to say 
something to some of my brothers in the ministry 
and in other full-time religious work. A good 
many of them tell me, in the honesty of intimacy, 
that they feel they have slipped from the high 
vision they had of the work when they went into 
it. I would like to remind such preachers as say 
they do not find time for personal work, that the 
Saviour of the world found time for it, and thought 
that it would help to win the world if He sat on 
the coping of a well and talked to a town-woman 
until she was changed and became a bearer of good 
tidings to a city. 

Some men in the ministry, to-day, are parched 
and living at second-hand, prisoned with books in 
their studies till they have no time to read men, 
slaving over great organizations and missing the 
needs of the elevator-boy who takes them to the 
office, touching thousands at arm’s length from a 
pulpit, but coming to close grips with almost none. 
I know that such men are not satisfied. They 
must know that their public work would be better 
for a testing of their message in private, clinically. 

And every time I see the burden put upon them 
by administration and money-raising and executive 
detail, I ask myself whether all this is really neces- 
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sary, whether some of it may not be just an at- 
tempt to seem busy, something to make them feel 
the motions of a success which in their hearts they 
fear they are not really having. These may sound 
like hard words; but I sometimes come behind the 
scenes in such lives, and for sheer, blank tragedy I 
know nothing like a man for whom the Gospel 
has gotten cold, and who has taken refuge in 
activity round the fringes of it. 

But perhaps most of all, I am after the out- 
sider. I talk with him every day of my life. I 
know his prejudices and his power to see our weak- 
nesses; and I know also that inner love for Christ 
which is his, and his admiration of those who 
really live Christ’s kind of life. He is not able to 
understand much of our theology, he is fuddled by 
our ritual and funny little tame church-ways, he 
is aghast at what he considers our pretense and 
humbug and the quarrelsomeness amongst our- 
selves. But he understands it when a bad man 
turns good, or when a good man shakes off his 
self-satisfaction and becomes Christian. He un- 
derstands it when a man on the road to nowhere 
finds a direction towards a destiny, or when a life 
adrift comes into harbour—he understands and he 
likes it, and he says in the soul of him: “ Now, 
that’s what I call Christianity.” 

There is no more scathing proof that most of 
us Christians are off the track than the judgment 
of the outsider who secretly loves the Lord Jesus, 


14. CHILDREN OF THE SECOND BIRTH 


as all normal men do, but feels us so faithless in 
our following, so impotent and unenthusiastic in 
our witness, that he does not care to fall into step 
with us. Jesus was always conscious of the out- 
siders. They liked Him, felt at home with Him. 
Out of them He made His great forces, turning 
the energy of their opposition and sin into the 
energy of loyalty and support. 

Through the streets of the city are thousands 
who I wish might know of these changed and 
transformed lives—thousands who are heart-hun- 
gry and lonely and tired of sin and at war with 
themselves and making a failure of life. One of 
them often tells me of the hunger of the rest. 
And I have noticed that really vital religion some- 
times goes straight over the heads of merely 
nominal Christians—the present-day Pharisees— 
and hits these dear old publicans and sinners in 
the solar plexus, just as it did of old. Id give 
anything to fetch more of them in, and get them to 
see that they also can become finders of life. 

I hope the book will not sound presumptuous. 
The thing is a witness, and I have not spared per- 
sonal pronouns when they add emphasis. There is 
something perhaps which is finally and innately 
dogmatic about all actual experience; it happens, 
and what happens is a fact, and you can’t budge 
facts. When a man says, “ Whereas I was blind, 
now I see,” there is an end of argument. When 
the whole life testifies to the change, there is no 
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appeal from that. It is as immovable as a moun- 
tain, as fixed as the stars. 

I am aware that there is nothing new in any 
story I shall tell. Things like these have happened 
ever since Christ came. Across the world there are 
individuals and little groups that are doing the same . 
kind of thing—though there are not so very many 
of them. Experiences like this take place wherever 
men go back to the New Testament and try to 
make its principles a working force in their world. 
But you must not be surprised if men and women 
who have had the experience tell of it with some- 
thing of a startled and delighted surprise. The 
type of event may be old; but the event itself is 
new, and comes into their lives trailing such clouds 
of joy that they tell of it as if no man had ever 
found God before. 

Of course these stories are not ended, because 
the people are still alive. Therefore they will 
change. Some of them will go forward, some may 
even go backward. The only people I know who 
will not change are dead people. Plenty of men 
and women have “stuck ” for years. Some have 
slipped back, and are now miserable because of 
what they once saw. If they get miserable enough, 
they will come back. None of us arrives in this 
world; we are travelling. But the people in these 
stories seem to me to be travelling in a fruitful 
direction and to know where they are going. If 
they are like the rest of us, there await them bat- 
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tles and persecutions and misunderstandings and 
some ups and downs; but so also do greater dis- 
coveries and growing assurance and the perpetual 
and undiminishing joy of seeing others grow as a 
result of their witness. 

The narratives in this book prove the statement 
of William James, that “ Self-surrender 
always must be regarded as the vital turning- 
point of the religious life.’ We believe entirely 
that conversion is the experience which initiates 
the new life. But we are not fools enough to think 
that the beginning is the end! All subsequent life 
is a development of the relationship with God 
which conversion opened. For us its daily focal- 
point is in what we call the “ Quiet Time.” As in 
all other private devotions, we pray and read the 
Bible. But the distinguishing element of a Quiet 
Time is listening for the guidance of God. 
“‘ Speak, Lord, for Thy servant heareth,” is the 
expectant mood of a Quiet Time. The validity of 
what we believe to be God’s guidance must show 
itself, in the long run, by more acute moral per- 
ception, more genuine human relationships, and 
increasing assurance of what one ought to do with 
every hour of the day. 

I only hope that these stories breathe life, and 
make religion seem alive and attractive and work- 
able. All of us who have had part in writing them 
will be well enough rewarded if only a few are 
helped towards Christ by what we have written. 


II 
WHAT THE LAW COULD NOT DO 


HIS story is of a college graduate, a son 
of privilege, who was born into a fam- 
ily of cultivated and well-to-do Jewish 
parents. If you could see the gay and irrepressible 
spirits of this man, and listen to his keen and 
ever-ready and kindly humour, and watch him 
take life in long, easy strides, you would not be- 
lieve that for years he was devilled with such 
a sense of inferiority as made him almost despair 
of himself, or with a still worse demon of lust which 
carried him on till he had gone the pace with the 
worst. No man was ever born with a greater inner 
necessity for fine living than he. And few have 
tried more assiduously to drown out such inward 
need by ridicule, by bad company, and by sin. I 
think that he could say with all the truth in the 
world what that unfortunate and hapless parson, 
William Dodd, said just before he came to his un- 
timely end for his wrongdoing: “I have always 
sinned against conviction.” 

Less than two years ago this figure presented 
himself at my door. He carried an introduction 
from a friend of mine, which said that he was 
“having a hard time with himself.” The lines in 
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his face told of inner worry. A furtive glance, 
something shy and fearful and uneasy, impressed 
me at once. So did intelligence, a ready mind, 
and a kind heart. During a talk of five hours his 
story came out. And it is this: 

His earliest recollection of happiness is the re- 
membrance of following his mother about, and hav- 
ing her call him her shadow, or “ Stick-in-the- 
Mud.” He clung to her desperately. 

By seven or eight he was conscious of not being 
a well-rounded average American boy. He greatly 
disliked all competition in athletic games. He was 
afraid of them, and of boys who played them well. 

At the age of about fourteen began the terrible 
struggles of adolescence, aggravated for him be- 
cause he knew nothing of the power of religion. 
“The depth of evil in my desires,” he says, “ no 
one would have suspected then, few would be- 
lieve now.” 

At sixteen he was sent off to a great preparatory 
school. During the first few days he heard him- 
self being talked over, in that casual, cruel man- 
ner of schoolboys; they agreed that this new boy 
was “not the sort of fellow that’s easy to talk to.” 
“Here began my conscious inferiority,” he re- 
lates. “Those words rung and resounded in my 
ears all through school and college, made me em- 
barrassed every time I met people, and had their 
part, I believe, in keeping me out of a fraternity 
at college. There were so few places where I felt 
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at home that I cannot even remember where they 
were. I didn’t for years find my element. I stayed 
by myself, leaned against the fireplace in the com- 
mon-room, watched the school go on round me, 
and felt sorry for myself.” 

If anyone has the imagination to know the an- 
guish that lies behind those words, they will 
realize that for a sensitive child it is an extremely 
difficult thing to get from twelve to twenty. 

“In school I got my first ‘spurt’ of religion. 
There were beautiful services which esthetically 
I loved. I liked the hymns, and one especially 
touched me very deeply, which ran: 


* As of old St. Andrew heard it, 
By the Galilean lake, 

Turned from home and toil and kindred, 
Leaving all for His dear sake.’ 


I used to wonder if I could ever hear that call. 

“In this school I met a man whom I set high 
on a pedestal. He was one of the masters. He 
has been a friend through thick and thin, taking 
me into his family and giving me of himself, un- 
til he was for eight years the greatest influence in 
my life. It is strange that such a good friend, be- 
ing such an ideal example, did so little to make me 
better. His example was not enough. 

“Then came college. I made a name for my- 
self in dramatics, and began parties and drink- 
ing—and the things that go with them. But in 
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my heart were the unsteady ups-and-downs of an 
uncentered life. I was a slave to changing moods. 
Later on, I met the rector of the Episcopal church, 
who was agreeable and sympathetic, and I have 
continued to count on his friendship. We had 
long talks together. 

“ But my religion amounted to this—that heaven 
and hell are on earth, and that God is the wee 
small voice within. 

“They had instituted a system of ‘ personal 
ratings ’ in the college, and I ranked very low in 
‘reliability.’ All this time the vilest of imagin- 
ings were filling my mind. And in the spring of 
junior year the crash came; I had been caught 
in the act, and I was called to the dean’s office. In 
a curious way, I was rather thankful that I had 
been caught. These terrible sins had been shut 
within my own soul, and I was not sorry to have a 
chance to make a clean breast of it with a man I 
could trust. I was anything but defiant, and told 
him everything.” 

Then followed an interview with the president, 
who said the college wanted to help him if he 
wanted to be helped, and he was sent to a famous 
psychiatrist during Easter vacation. He went with 
full confidence that he could be helped. 

The psychiatrist told him that if he did come 
out in the end, he would have developed a wonder- 
ful will! “If ’—where it was his business to turn 
that “if” into “when”! Imagine a man telling 
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a boy to develop his will, when for years he had 
been trying to ward off failure, defeat, setbacks! 
He was told to try to be less self-conscious, and 
more sociable—as if he had not been “ trying ” till 
it hurt. He was to acquire a hobby. And science, 
per se, knew nothing of what to do with a power- 
ful physical urge, save to give in to it. 

He writes: “ Then the little religion I seemed to 
have had apparently passed out of my life alto- 
gether. I regretted its passing; I still had some 
sort of a faith, but it was very vague and uncer- 
tain.” 

At this time there occurred two experiences 
which destroyed the idealism which he had always 
felt about women. With something instinctive he 
continued, indeed, to cling to his mother—but his 
faith in women in general, and in the ideal of mar- 
riage, was shattered. 

He had lost moral grip. He lost grip on his 
studies, too. 

It would be well sometimes if professors and 
ministers realized more fully how the evil in a 
man’s life helps to create the doubt in his mind. 
The kind of life this man was living was a very 
natural matrix for his kind of thinking. I do not 
say that all doubt is caused by sin alone; I say 
that much of it is. And I believe that, by as much 
as none of us is free from sin, and sin is always 
calling to doubt, “ Come over and help us,” by 
so much is the doubt of every unbeliever affected, 
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consciously or unconsciously, by those things in 
his life of which God cannot possibly approve. I 
have never found doubt unalloyed by sin, because 
I have never found a human being who was not 
a sinner. 

To resume the story: There followed two and a 
half years of unsuccessful attempts to stick at a 
variety of jobs. Then something happened which 
caused a significant turn in his affairs. The Epis- 
copal rector, who had kept steadily in touch with 
him, wrote him to get hold of Harold Begbie’s 
More Twice-Born Men. He got it, and read 
it. It was entirely new to him. What helped him 
most were certain passages which made him real- 
ize that to get in step with the evolution of the 
universe he had to get in step with God; and that 
sin was anything, and the only thing, that walled 
men away from God. This was his first concrete 
idea of what constitutes sin. 

Nevertheless, he drifted back to the city, to a 
life more evil and unhappy than ever, to a job dull 
and uninspiring. He thought nothing of the book 
or of Christ for a year. He tried to kill his con- 
science. He saw other men living rotten lives and 
seemingly suffering no remorse. One night he 
fetched up in a negro dance-hall in Harlem, drunk 
as a loon, entertaining the spectators by making 
an exhibition of himself as a solo-dancer. 

But he found it difficult to be a successful gen- 
tleman-bum; that is, a happy one. Conscience 
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persisted, no matter to what lengths he went nor 
for how long a time he tried to stifle it. It made 
him wonder again whether there was a God who 
wished him to become something better. 

He was then twenty-four years old. The devo- 
tion of a mother, the opportunities which money 
affords, ideals held up in school, the system of ed- 
ucation in a great university, the friendly admoni- 
tions of dean and president, skirting as they did 
the real root of the matter, the absurd and vicious 
guidance of a psychiatrist, and all the little unac- 
counted pressures of the life all about us—they 
had all brought him to this, having given the best 
they had. As Professor Hocking says, “If I 
were to name the chief defect of contemporary 
education, it would not be that it turns out persons 
who believe and behave as their fathers did—it 
does not; but that it produces so many stunted 
wills, wills prematurely grey and incapable of 
greatness, not because of lack of endowment, but 
because they have never been searchingly exposed 
to what is noble, generous, and faith-provoking.” 
Most of the products of our homes and schools 
and universities are too commonplace and con- 
tained, too material and inarticulate, to let us have 
a glimpse of these 


“ Desperate tides of the whole great world’s anguish 
Forced through the channels of a single heart.” 


1 Human Nature and Its Remaking, W. E. Hocking, p. 233. 
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It is only upon a soil as sensitive as the soul of this 
boy that we can get a fair register of the effect of 
such processes as surround our present-day youth, 
or understand the schemes and systems by which 
they are being ripened into manhood. That 
“something is lacking” is too tame a judgment. 
That these young men have been mildly but not 
“searchingly exposed ” to religion with grip and 
grit in it, is the reason for their inner division, 
their want of purpose, their frequent moral de- 
flection. 

And now we come to the happier part of the 
story. When all-this sad tale was gotten into the 
open, he asked me what was the way out for him. I 
said that I could tell him of a Christ who could 
actually save men from their sins, put a new heart 
in them, and send them on their way rejoicing. He 
hedged for a moment on his own conception of 
Christ, saying that at present he could only feel 
Him the best Man that ever was. And I told him I 
thought that was a very good place to start; it was 
where the first apostles started when He called them 
away from the lakeside to become fishers of men. 
They knew nothing then of His divinity, all they 
knew was that they were irresistibly attracted by 
Him, felt He was unanswerably right about life, 
and were willing to drop everything to spread His 
way of life. As time wore on, their vision en- 
larged, their experience deepened, and they saw the 
whole Christ. 
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So he said that he would “surrender as much 
of himself as he could, to as much of Christ as he 
understood.” It would be far better if we would 
let men begin their discipleship where they hon- 
estly can, letting their experiences develop until 
their theology comes straight, rather than cram- 
ming a creed down fellows’ throats and thinking 
that it means anything to swallow it whole with- 
out digesting it. 

I quote now from his diary: “ Before I left, we 
got down on our knees in prayer together—a new 
and wonderful Christian experience for me—and 
I dedicated my life not only to belief in Jesus 
Christ, but to His life and work. The horrible 
and hated aspect of my past is falling away, as 
if belonging to another person. I do feel reborn, 
born of the Spirit.” 

We met and talked two or three times a week, 
and I could watch the lines grow fainter in his 
face, and a freedom and release he had never 
known before come to take their place. There 
had been something a little exhausting about him 
when he first came in; it wore me out to talk to 
him—I was tired when he went away. This stead- 
ily diminished, and I found him more companion- 
able and interesting. 

But about six weeks from the time of his con- 
version there began one of those slipping-times 
which none of us is stranger to. First the old 
imaginings returned, wretched pictures in his mind. 
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Then the slackening of prayer and of Quiet Time. 
Then the relaxing of the grip on the will and, 
finally, the fall. What you think of long enough, 
that you will almost inevitably do. In a conflict 
between will and imagination, imagination is likely 
to win in an unguarded moment. He slipped back 
with a terrible crash into the old ways. 

Now, there will be some who will say that this 
is only what they expected—these sudden con- 
versions never do last. But spiritual biography is 
full of men and women who have slipped, and 
slipped badly, soon after their conversion, and yet 
have turned again to God and made a winning 
fight. I introduce this incident because it may 
help some who have fallen since their conversion, 
and felt themselves hopeless. This was the last 
failure to avoid outbreaking sin in this man’s life, 
and it happened nearly two years ago. The dif- 
ference between the sin of a man before he is con- 
verted, and afterwards, has been most happily 
caught in a little dialect rhyme of the late Father 
Tabb, called “ The Difference ”: 


“ Unc’ Si, de Holy Bible sayy 
In speakin’ of de jus’, 
Dat he do fall seb’n times a day: 
Now, how’s de sinner wuss? 


“*Well, chile, de slip may come to all, 
But den the diff’ence foller; 
For ef you watch him when he fall, 
De jus’ man do not waller. ” 
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That January we decided to have his baptism. 
It was a wonderful service. Throughout the au- 
tumn a little group of us had been gathering one 
evening a week to pray and think and talk 
together about winning men for Christ, and he 
was one of this group. It was an intimate fellow- 
ship, and he decided that he would like to receive 
baptism in the presence of that group. I shall 
never forget our having prayer together before the 
service; almost everyone prayed, and when it came 
the turn for our friend who was to be baptized, he 
broke out into a flood of praise to Christ, saying 
amongst other things, as if he had known the cus- 
tom of the early Church: “TI believe with all my 
heart that Jesus Christ is my Saviour.” 

In March he was confirmed, taking upon himself 
the final responsibilities of the Christian’s life in 
the Church. 

One sometimes feels, of a life like this, that God 
has long ago laid His hand upon it for a great end, 
and it is only a question of patience and obedience 
till His full plan for the mature labour of that life 
is made plain. This man hated to grub for money; 
he cared for people and ideas, not for things. All 
his interest centered in ideal things, not in ma- 
terial ones. Not that he despises material things; 
he enjoys all the normal pleasures of life, he is 
neat to the point of being almost a dandy at times. 
But the things that get hold of his heart are the 
things of the Spirit. It was therefore most natural 
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that he should consider the possibility of his en- 
tering the ministry. And when I suggested to him 
that he become a member of our staff at the church 
for a time, and see how he got on with it, he 
jumped at it and was ready to come at any time. 

One day, I had a call from some members of 
his family. They felt that his becoming a Chris- 
tian might have been all right, the baptism ex- 
plainable, the confirmation pardonable. But to 
burn all his bridges, to leave his place of business, 
to break with all his past life—this was too much; 
and I must realize what a shifty career he had 
had, always leaving this to take up that, and never 
staying by anything. 

My reply took this form: He has stuck with us 
for eight months, he loves this work, his heart is 
in it. You say he has shifted about, and he has. 
But has any other interest he has met with done 
for him what this has done? Has anything else 
loosened his tensions, freed him of his complexes, 
released him from the terrific tug of the old life? 

To this a brilliant sister replied: ‘ I must admit, 
on simply psychological grounds, that you have 
freed him of all his old inhibitions.” And I asked 
if they did not think it perfectly safe for him to 
invest his life in that which had saved his life. 

Then with great honesty his mother said to her 
daughter: “N., this man is talking about some- 
thing you and I know nothing about.” There was 
a wistful appreciation in that remark; so wistful 
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and so appreciative that one hopes one day we 
shall have her with us, and bring her into the 
sealed fellowship with Christ at the same font 
whither, with exquisitely loving thought, she fol- 
lowed her son on the day of his baptism. 

And so, on April 1, he came to give his whole 
life and work to Christ, and to working on our 
staff. 

Perhaps it is nowhere else so hard to share one’s 
inmost feelings and beliefs as with one’s family; 
and it is a great day when one has taken this de- 
cisive step. ‘“‘ Thank God for this day! ” he writes. 
“Coming home to-night, I felt the power of the 
Spirit, and that it was a good time to tell the folks 
about everything, all of them together. To-night 
I cleared the air and burned all the bridges. I told 
them just what had been happening these past two 
days of working with people, and what my hopes 
were for the future. I told them about having 
had lunch downtown with J., who asked me why I 
was looking so well and seemed such an amazingly 
different person these last few months—which gave 
me a wonderful opening. He saw that I had found 
the real thing, and said so. Asked me how I kept 
it, and was delighted to have me reply, ‘ By doing 
just what I am doing now—talking to fellows like 
you!’ He says he knows a fellow that needs it 
more than he does, and wants to know if he could 
convert somebody else without being converted 
himself! ” 
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Here are some of his convictions about those 
systematic times of waiting upon God which all 
Christian experience has found necessary, and also 
those inspirations which slip into our minds at all 
kinds of times through the day: ‘“ When one has 
been regular in morning Quiet Times, the days go 
off much better—which means everything in the 
day, work, enjoyment, health, spirit, less tempta- 
tion—sleep better and stay awake better. I am 
all for concentrated and regular Quiet Times. 

“One of the many things I have found to be 
true in my experience of this new life is the idea 
of ‘ driving stakes.’ Every real talk with another 
person is a prop to hold me up straight. It is as 
if I were a tent-pole, and every talk with some- 
one else were a stake round the outside. The 
more there are of them, the more likely is the pole 
to be held upright. I am not apt to slip, now when 
I can think of the many who are looking to me 
—some perhaps sceptically, to see if I shall fall, 
but others with faith, and relying on me for some 
strength.” 

I wish that there were space to record some of 
the conversations he has had with other individ- 
uals. I shall choose only three. 

“There was M., who worked in the bank with 
me. One night, after an employes’ dance, we rode 
in the park in an old hansom cab. Whether we 
should be tempted to go on a party, or whether we 
should meet on the best level, was soon determined, 
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for he himself began to talk about religion. We 
shared our ideas of God and Christ, and I told 
of my change. 

“And there was J., with whom I went on my 
last tear. It was hard to say anything after that. 
I wanted to undo the wrong. I prayed for the 
chance. For the first time I felt ready to face 
him, and as I was walking on downtown Broad- 
way, he caught me by the arm. We talked a bit. 
He was anxious to see me after that, and hear more 
of the new life. I hope yet to win him finally. 

“ The most interesting piece of guidance of them 
all was what happened at the Three-Hours’ Serv- 
ice on Good Friday. As I stood near the door, I 
noticed a tall, well-dressed fellow come in and 
sit in the rear of the church. Through the service 
I saw him at times moved to the point of suffering. 
Before the end, he got up to go out; and a strong 
urge told me to speak to him in the porch. Fora 
moment I disobeyed, but then I followed him, say- 
ing simply: ‘I don’t think we have seen you here 
before, have we?’ He was touched that anyone 
spoke to him, aired his views of the stupid inhu- 
manity of churches generally, and we talked about 
personal religion. He declares he does not want 
it. But he told another man in his office of this 
experience, and of what I had said to him. This 
second man came to one of our group meetings; 
he is an unordained Methodist preacher, and was 
soundly converted that day. He was tied in a 
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hundred knots, worrying, anxious over his sermons, 
and defeated in his own life. We got it all out in 
the open, and he said he had never before preached 
as he did that next Sunday, and this freedom had 
not left him. The man who was in church that 
Good Friday tells me he is a ‘ barren field’; but to 
produce another man so early seems a fairly good 
first crop. And if he is so fruitless and unlikely a 
prospect, I wonder why he keeps coming around? ” 

When, on a certain Sunday in late June, a young 
man stood up in church to read the Scriptures, 
very few knew that this story of great spiritual 
deliverance lay behind him, and had brought him 
there. It was with no conventional monotony that 
he read those lessons, but his voice rang with per- 
sonal conviction, personal desire to make every 
word “ get over ” to the very last pew in a large 
church. I think that teachers in elocution might 
spare themselves some pains, and our church peo- 
ple some misery, if they could only see to it that 
the readers were themselves converted in their 
inmost hearts, and read what they believed, 
“speaking that we do know,” and were deeply con- 
cerned to impart to others. When this young lay- 
reader came that evening to the third chapter of 
St. John, I felt something almost electric in the 
air, as if Nicodemus had come to life in our midst, 
and stood there changed and transformed, testify- 
ing the great truth which he had heard from the 
Lord, “‘ Ye must be born: again.” 
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On August 1 last, this man celebrated his first 
Christian anniversary by speaking at Calvary Mis- 
sion. The words of one who was present and 
heard what he said tell very simply of this meet- 
ing: “ A young Jew, the son of a successful banker, 
had known for a year what the new life is that 
Calvary demands of each one of us, and he cele- 
brated with these men at the mission his anni- 
versary of 365 days. He had been dissipated and 
bitterly unhappy. It may sound sensational, but 
it was the most simple, most honest and most 
moving occasion.” 

Sometimes, as I look at him, I seem to be un- 
able to connect him with that old and beaten and 
badgered personality which used to inhabit his 
body. It is as though one person had moved 
out, and another one altogether had moved in—as 
though his body had had two separate tenants. I 
have never met a man more completely trans- 
formed. ‘“ The regret, the struggle, and the fail- 
ing” seem to have belonged to someone else en- 
tirely—so free, so sane, so thoroughly sound and 
natural and happy and clean does he seem. And I 
apply to him the words of that other high-souled 
Jew who could find no peace in his own persuasion: 

“For the law of the Spirit of life in Christ 
Jesus hath made me free from the law of sin and 
death. 

“ For what the law could not do, in that it was 
weak through the flesh, God sending his own Son 
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in the likeness of sinful flesh, and for sin, con- 
demned sin in the flesh: that the righteousness of 
the law might be fulfilled in us, who walk not after 
the flesh, but after the Spirit.” * 


1St. Paul’s Epistle to the Romans, Chapter 8, verses 2-4. 


III 
“I DID—AND IT DOES! ” 


4 NHIS is the story of a man in whom in- 
feriority had become so ingrained that 
it very nearly destroyed all happiness and 

meaning in living—and who has found the Way 

Out. 

He is a most winsome personality, a good ath- 
lete, with a smile that can take the chill off a 
winter’s day. Nobody would ever suspect the suf- 
fering and self-distrust which has lain behind the 
happy exterior of this man. 

Some months before, he had heard an address 
at Princeton, and he came to the city thinking 
I might give him some help. In talking with him, 
I soon found that the problem was one of basic 
adjustment to life. He showed a deep discontent 
with himself and his family and his achievements. 
His talk rang with the harshest of self-judgment. 
But one found also the ever-present ‘“‘ compensa- 
tion ”—the feeling of ‘“ superiority ” over other 
people in certain respects, upon which he could 
dwell with temporary satisfaction. 

It seemed wise to have the help of science in at- 
tempting to eradicate his trouble, and so we sought 
out a good psychiatrist, a man very different from 
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the doctor mentioned in “ What the Law Could 
Not Do.” He is a man of the highest character 
himself, and one who believes in the workability 
of the finest of ideals. Together he and I have 
discussed this man’s problems with him—a tri- 
angular relationship of genuine friendship and un- 
derstanding. Science has dealt with the mental 
and physical facts; religion has supplied the new 
motive, and surrounded him with the atmosphere 
of faith. I doubt if either science or religion, 
single-handed, could have won the day; but to- 
gether they have done it. And here is a par- 
able for all scientists who fear religion, and all 
religionists who fear science. 

He needed constant companionship, and so he 
came to stay with me for several weeks. I doubt 
if he had two whole hours of real happiness during 
the entire time. He did not like to go out, for he 
might meet his friends, and they would not under- 
stand why he was not at work. A movie might 
divert him for a few hours—or perhaps a walk, 
or a game of golf. But it was necessary very often 
to drop everything, to be ready to talk with him. 
That alone seemed to give relief—to let him talk 
it out, and go into all the little repetitious details 
as often as he cared to, saying to him encouraging 
things about himself which he could not really take 
in. He often made the distinction between the 
things he “knew” and the things he “ felt ”; 
there were plenty of the first class, few of the 
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second—and it was the second which alone put 
power and meaning into life. These were weeks 
of intense difficulty for him. But he had found two 
people to whom he could talk without reserve, and 
whom he knew to be interested in him for his own 
sake; he “knew ” it, and occasionally he “ felt” it. 

Then followed two years at home. Part of the 
tragedy of a situation like this is that those near- 
est to us are the first to be estranged from us. 
Adjustment with the family was almost impossible 
for him. He worked in his father’s business, and 
did extremely well. But still there was not much 
meaning to his work, no inner sense of signifi- 
cance or joy. 

There was not one particle of objective reality 
in his strictures against his own flesh and blood. 
His parents were not critical of him, nor expecting 
too much, nor unreasonable. On the contrary, they 
have throughout been most generous and under- 
standing of him, ready to make any sacrifices for 
him, codperative to the last degree with us who 
were helping their son. No boy ever had better 
parents—all the trouble came from his own atti- 
tude, but over that attitude he had not yet found 
control. 

He made two long trips, seeking satisfaction in 
new sights and new occupations, and finding some. 
But still there was home to be faced again, and 
the family, and what to do, and all the dragging 
hours of days empty of real meaning. 


38 CHILDREN OF THE SECOND BIRTH 


“ Last summer he turned up again in the city. 
He was staying in a hotel, spending hours reading 
the newspapers, keeping to himself, seeking soli- 
tary occupations, finding scant and temporary 
pleasure in a few friends. He wanted to support 
himself; he wanted to make good. But resolution 
was balked and thwarted by insufficient energy 
and inadequate motive. Everything ended in 
boredom. Nothing mattered. 

I suggested that he come down with us, for there 
were certain kinds of work for which he had the 
strength and the capacity. He came. He did as 
much as he could, and the amount increased as the 
interest increased. 

At first religion was just a “value” to him. It 
had not objective substantial existence, it only be- 
came alive to people because they “ believed ” in 
it. But he stayed about. He met a great many 
kinds of people, all undergoing the transforming 
experience of religion. Some did not interest him 
at all, others were of his own intellectual calibre 
and drew him to them. Living in the staff-house, 
he found for the first time a perfectly sympathetic 
milieu—everyone wanted to help him, and he could 
see that undoubtedly things were happening in 
other peoples’ lives. 

One day he began getting “ guidance.” It came 
in such simple, elemental flashes to him that 
its crystal-clearness struck us all. His spoken 
prayers in the group had in them a childlike qual- 
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ity that was profoundly beautiful and comprehen- 
Sive. 

He has taught us all much about guidance in 
the details of life. During the winter, he got over- 
tired and had to take a rest; it came from over- 
conscientiousness in his work, which caused him 
to do much more than he should have done. “ It 
was all against my guidance,” he said later. “It 
was clear to me often that I should stop work, 
and rest; but everybody else was going on, and I 
thought I could, too. But it doesn’t work to dis- 
obey guidance.” 

Many people, on a priori and _ ill-considered 
grounds, think that divine guidance will drive them 
to constant exertion, lash them into nervous activ- 
ity, keep their nose ever to the grindstone; that it 
means only submission to the sharpest demands of 
over-developed consciences. But far otherwise is 
the case. Many are the times when God com- 
mands rest, relaxation, or pleasure. There are 
few lives in our generation over-driven by con- 
science; but for them there is written a very won- 
derful verse in the Scripture: “. . .If our 
heart condemn us, God is greater than our heart, 
and knoweth all things.” This man has taught us 
that God lays upon men no burdens greater than 
they can carry—and that He warns, when the 
strain is growing too heavy. It takes many lives 
to round out the whole experience of guided liv- 
ing, to show the divine normality of the God-led 
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life. Some lives God rouses and shakes, and some 
lives God quiets and comforts. He gives what we 
need. 

When he went home for vacation, things were 
different. The old surroundings were there. Any- 
one who knows the human mind knows that the 
scenes of struggle always bring back the memory 
of it. It would have been easy to have a time of 
depression and slump—but it did not come. One 
day he spoke in the church at home—and enjoyed 
the ordeal! The family took a personal interest 
in the kind of religion he was finding. So did his 
friends. The visit at home was a victory; he came 
back with a different feeling about the family and 
all that they stood for. 

Steadily his inner life has been developing. He 
is finding pleasure where before any occupation 
was as dry as straw. He is discovering value where 
emptiness had seemed unendurable. ‘I have 
found two things,” he says. ‘ God exists, and He 
can really help me.” He has found those realities 
through the friendship of believing people, through 
an atmosphere charged with positive faith about 
life, and definite and specific hope, about him, and 
through love which understands and has plenty of 
time and is patient and expectant. To the group 
he contributes something which no one else con- 
tributes. His work is effective. It is a pleasure 
to have him about the house. And it is a joy to 
see a life shake off the shackles of the past, and 
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find its way into the future with confidence and 
peace. 

At a Mission of Personal Witness for Christ, 
he gave his testimony, with some twenty others. 
His notes for that talk are so revealing that I give 
them just as he wrote them down: 

“Brought up in Christian home. Outwardly 
acquiescent. Attended Sunday School and Church, 
excelled in lessons, deportment, attitude towards 
teachers, etc. 

“As soon as able to do so, stopped flat in at- 
tending Sunday School, and later Church. Serv- 
ices at ————————— School and Princeton meant 
nothing to me, as a help; when interesting, they 
served same purpose for me as a lecture—inform- 
ative. 

“Stoical. Alone. Hated more and more any 
semblance of worship. Devoured all material op- 
posing Christianity, or any religion, as hypocrit- 
ical superstition. Tried to fight alone—a failure. 

“A terrible pang there. Hate of the mention 
or sight of worship spread as an infection to all 
things, to people, to friends. Against my will and 
my strongest efforts were engendered suspicions, 
envy, hate and irritability, despondency and loss 
of hope. Outwardly calm, inwardly stricken. 

“Opportunities rejected secular and spiritual. 
Finally, this summer still distraught in mind, de- 
cided to try Christianity—real Christianity, ex- 
perimentally. 
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“ One thing after another has bloomed. A great 
yawning void that hurt like a sore tooth, has been 
filled and is filling daily. First, guidance—then a 
new real happiness, the only one. New meaning 
to meaningful Bible phrases; ‘God is love,’ for 
instance. 

“A revelation of what I always wished rather 
than a change, though none the less real, absolute, 
enduring, drastic and joyous. 

“‘ Simply to come as the Publican, to rest on 
God: ‘ God, be merciful to me, a sinner.’ ” 

He was talking with his mother about this whole 
experience, and he said something like this: 

‘When I went down there to work, I told them 
I was not sure that I was theologically sound. 
They said that didn’t matter at first—and wasn’t 
the end to begin with; if Christianity was worth 
trying, to try it and see if it worked. I did—and 
it does! ” 


IV 
IN SPITE OF HIMSELF 


HERE used to be at Princeton a boy I 
really knew only at a distance. I used 
to see him shuffling along the sidewalks, 

surrounded by a host of good-natured and not over- 
intellectual collegiates, singing harmony, telling 
comical yarns, chewing the stem of a pipe. He was 
the most relaxed human being anybody could vis- 
ualize. He was always in for a musical evening, a 
“ bull-session ” on athletics, a pleasant evening in 
New York. Everybody knew him, everybody 
liked him. He was the best friend most of the 
rounders had, but he never was a rounder. 

He had a reputation for good-nature. I knew 
about him mostly from his room-mates. They 
were both class officers and had been touched by 
the work we were doing. One of them used to 
talk about him, and of what a delightful person he 
was, what a cheerful soul when he waked up in 
the morning, what a joy to live with. But he had 
come from a very religious family, and while he 
was in college he was taking a spiritual vacation. 
We never saw him at anything religious. He gave 
me a very wide berth. 
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He graduated, went into business, got engaged, 
and married happily. 

About that time his younger brother was a senior 
in college. He was the idol of the family, and 
one of the most widely beloved boys I ever knew. 
People smiled when you spoke of him. Strolling 
into the building one day, he and I fell into con- 
versation. Then we had another. One night in 
early spring this lad gave his life to Christ. It was 
a decision which took everything with it; for he 
decided on the ministry, as well as on the Chris- 
tian life. 

This decision produced a reverberation in his 
older brother, and a sense of possible misgiving. 
But nothing came of it until a couple of years 
after, when he and his wife began to feel the lack 
of something in their lives. They were happy— 
amazingly and uninterruptedly so. His business 
was going well. His wife had been an exception- 
ally popular débutante, and together they were 
asked everywhere and had a wonderful time going. 
They thought maybe they needed more religion, 
so they began to look about for a church. They 
tried a good many churches which their friends at- 
tended. They came down to us. At first they were 
a bit critical, and seemed not to understand what 
we were aiming at. But finally they decided it was 
as good a place to take up regular attendance as 
any other; so they handed in their names, and said 
they wanted to belong; thousands of other young 
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married people do the same thing—“ One simply 
has a church one belongs to.” 

One Sunday after church, as they were going 
out of the door, I asked them if they were engaged 
for dinner. He made some excuse, but his wife 
said that it didn’t hold, and they came. We 
talked about many things through dinner, and then 
adjourned into the study. After a quarter of an 
hour his wife got up quietly, went into the draw- 
ing-room, took down a book and began to read. 
I was feeling a little groggy, after a long morn- 
ing’s work and a heavy dinner, and had no thought 
of seeking a serious talk. 

But he began. His theme was in general that 
we had something he did not have. That was evi- 
dent to him. But his life was very full. He was 
extremely happy in his marriage, and his business 
suited him exactly. He did not feel any sense of 
need or any sense of sin. 

I explained to him that if he meant by sin tear- 
ing around with somebody else’s wife, or getting 
away with crooked deals in business, or beating his 
wife, he did not sin. But it might be sin just to 
let the whole center of life be in his office and his 
apartment. It might be sin to have nothing else 
to give people but good humour and a smile, for 
when a man is in deep need these are poor medi- 
cine. There were people in the world who had 
found a Power which could be transmitted into the 
lives of others. That Power was the one solution 
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to all problems, and without it men go on the 
rocks. He prided himself on being unselfish. All 
right—what did he have to give a man who was 
drinking too much, or driving his family mad with 
temper, or thinking about suicide? Had he that 
kind of a Power to give away? Did he know the 
men right in his own office, down behind the masks, 
where they really lived? 

Next day he called me from his office, and said 
he knew more about himself than he had the day 
before. He was seeing things differently. 

It happened that the next Sunday the Queen 
of Rumania was coming to the church, and I 
thought it would interest our friend to be asked 
to usher. He liked being thought of, and appeared 
at the church done up in his best and looking very 
gorgeous. It gave him a feeling of being included, 
which was what he needed just then. That after- 
noon we went to meet Her Majesty, and had an 
interesting time. At the reception he asked me 
whether he should come that evening to a service 
in the church, or join another group where per- 
sonal religion was going to be discussed. It was a 
rainy night, and I thought the service would not be 
particularly inspiring, and urged him to go to the 
other meeting. 

There he met with another group which was try- 
ing to live, upon the basis of God’s guidance, a life 
surrendered wholly to Christ. As the meeting 
came to a close, he wanted to talk to somebody. 
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He sidled over to P. G.,' and said he would like to 
talk. They found a comfortable sofa, and sat 
down and spent an hour or more upon the great 
questions of religious experience. When the 
ground seemed to be cleared for him, so far as 
talking without experience can clear it, P. G. sug- 
gested a Quiet Time together. So they prayed 
together, opening their minds to as much of God 
as he understood, removing first the hindrance of 
self-will, allowing the Spirit to focus an impres- 
sion upon the mind, like light upon a camera ex- 
posed. 

There and then he lifted his own life to God, 
giving Him entrance and sway. ‘“ Now I know 
what you mean,” he said to P. G. For the mir- 
acle had happened—the age-old, everlasting mir- 
acle of second birth. A man had surrendered, and 
God had accepted him. The realization came at 
once, a sense of liberty, of peace, an inward glow 
and a sense of rightness. 

Going home in a taxi, he told the taxi-driver 
what had just happened to him, with the same 
gayety and buoyancy which used to go into songs 
and parties at college. You must know him to get 
the extraordinary spontaneity and naturalness of 
all this, the smile of amusement at his own willing- 
ness to be open about these matters when the 
chance presents itself. The elevator boy heard 
the story as he went upstairs—I suspect with some 


1Persona Grata, in More Twice-Born Men. 
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surprise that religion “took” highly respectable 
people in just this way. 

He slept for six hours, and then went to the 
office. He had hardly more than sat down at the 
desk before another man came up to him and said: 
, | have been watching the change 
in your face for a week. Something has been 
going on inside you. I wonder whether you can 
give me any help?” It was a man in desperate 
need, just such a man as we had thought of to- 
gether, quite hypothetically, fifteen days before. 
He said: “‘ Twelve hours ago I could have said 
nothing to you. But I can say something now.” 

At the Thursday Evening Group he joined us, 
and told the story of his change, with more utterly 
engaging humour and more moving earnestness 
than it is possible to describe. Laughter, for this 
crowd, seems to be the best wrapping for that 
which cannot quite be held out in complete ex- 
posure; religion has tried solemnity, and men feared 
it; sentimentality, and they despised it. Per- 
haps the religion of this day needs to be mixed 
with natural and ordinary humour. What dogma- 
tism and gravity and learning and oratory have 
failed to do, humour may succeed in doing; 
namely, helping us to let religion run down into the 
hidden places of our souls till the whole is leavened. 
Truth seems to get in on a smile which would 
stay out on a rhetorical effort. The wholesome- 
ness of a life like this is transparent; but there is 
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something here more than most people ever find— 
and that is a basis for laughter. He had found 
Christ, in an experience. And he was sharing the 
gladdest thing that had ever come to him. That 
night, as he stood shaking hands with people, you 
would have thought he had just announced his en- 
gagement! He cabled his brother in England 
about his conversion, and had a warm and wel- 
coming answer. A birthday was being celebrated 
—a spiritual birthday. 

When there is such a vivid sense of being with- 
in this kind of a fellowship, there is bound to be 
also a consciousness, for some, of being without. 
The bond is between those who have genuinely 
found Christ and espoused finally His life for 
their own. Anyone can find Him who wills to, so 
that the fellowship is extended as, one by one, hu- 
man souls find their way back to Christ. The 
want of depth and vividness of experience is what 
has robbed the Church of this element of fellow- 
ship which once it had and which it would have 
again if enough people were transformed. 

His wife had looked on at all this with great 
understanding and sympathy. But it was with a 
little envy and from a distance. It was great for 
her husband, but . . . to have him soaring up 
in these spiritual regions was almost like losing 
him a little bit. 

Some days later I dined with them and their 
sister and brother-in-law. They wanted the whole 
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family to have this experience, especially these two 
with growing children who were asking questions 
they had not the conviction to answer. After 
dinner the girls went off to talk alone and, while 
trying to talk her sister into the experience, his wife 
realized that she was trying to give away some- 
thing that she did not really have. And there and 
then she accepted Christ for herself. 

Together they have begun to do great things for- 
Christ. Although they go to dinners, dances, the- 
atre parties, concerts, with the old crowd, all their 
social life is permeated with the spirit of deeper 
human understanding. Spontaneously the sub- 
ject of religion comes up almost everywhere they 
go. With absolute naturalness they talk of what 
has come to them, and of the difference it is mak- 
ing. A beautiful human love has been consecrated 
to a spiritual codperation. There is a Third to all 
their counsels and hopes and plans. Literally their 
week-ends, their social evenings, all their spare 
time, is at God’s disposal. They touch the lives 
of young people of the sort whom religion gener- 
ally does not touch. They have found a wholly 
new experience in each other, as they have sur- 
rendered each other to the will of God for each, 
and been willing to be used, separately or to- 
gether, as God wants them to be used. 

Human love is a glorious thing to see under any 
conditions—but human love with God all through 
it, is heaven. 


V 
TO DO OR TO ENDURE 


HALF-CONVERTED seeker, pulled to- 
A wards the world by a thousand small dis- 

sipations, and drawn towards Christ with 
a deep desire to serve Him somewhere in this world 
of human beings—that was where she was when 
she turned up one evening at the Thursday meet- 
ing. She had heard that there was something hap- 
pening here, and she came to see if it held any- 
thing for her. 

She comes of a family of privilege, where re- 
ligion has been part of the order of the day—an 
assumption. Civilized people pay respect to gov- 
ernment, learning, high office, and deity. Re- 
ligion goes along with the code of well-bred people. 
Unhappily that kind of religion does not do very 
much for those who are earnest and in need. 

All her grown-up years she has been a restless, 
self-willed woman, of tremendous desires and un- 
controlled moods. Lavish generosity would alter- 
nate with petulant insistence upon her own way, or 
peevish self-pity when she could not have it. 
There was force in her, if guided and directed, but 
it was like that of an engine lying on its back with 
all the wheels going full speed. One felt in her 
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potentiality for generous and outgoing understand- 
ing of human beings, but until this personality was 
captured for Christ she could do nothing for oth- 
ers. 

A few years ago a serious illness brought her up 
short with some thought of the meaning of living; 
she felt even that Christ had work for her to do. 
And she set out and took a job which appeared, 
on the face of it, to be a place where she could 
serve Him. A trial at it helped and lifted her for 
a time, but then the old undisciplined life came 
back, she slumped into the accustomed self-in- 
dulgent ways, and was more discouraged about 
herself than ever. Fine occupations and good sur- 
roundings do not change the hearts of people or 
give them an experience of God. ‘The people 
about her took her for granted, because she was 
engaged in humanitarian and religious activity— 
and a divided heart was all she had to put into the 
work. 

She came to the Thursday group because she 
was curious, bored and had nothing else to do. 

“TI saw something in the faces of the people 
there, a light and a joy,” she now relates. ‘“ They 
were So alive, so thrilled over the stories they were 
telling. Some spoke of how they had been won 
for Christ, others of how they were being used by 
Him to win their friends for Him and His service. 
The whole atmosphere was so real it made me sit 
up and take notice. Several people asked ques- 


TO DO OR TO ENDURE 53 


tions, and they were answered directly yet kindly. 
No matter how trivial the question, it had a cour- 
teous reply; the group sometimes laughed with a 
person, never at them. And the atmosphere was 
gay but with a great earnestness back of it.” 

There she heard the word “ surrender ” used a 
good many times. At first it sounded like putting 
oneself in chains for life. But it had so evidently 
made these people happy that it must mean a great 
and life-giving relationship to God. She wanted 
to know more about it, for she wanted happiness 
and peace. 

Pride kept her away for some weeks. She was 
working in a church elsewhere. Why didn’t they - 
have enough to give her what she needed? It was 
humiliating to go to another minister to talk about 
these things. But finally she came. We talked 
rather honestly, and she began to see herself as 
she really was, divided in her loyalty to Christ. 
She must go to a person to whom she had lied, 
and make it right; and it would be hard, for she 
wanted to stand well with him. There were funda- 
mental decisions wrapped up in the choice of put- 
ting God’s will really first. They staggered her— 
and inevitably drew her on to make a full sur- 
render. ‘After a few days’ fighting, I did it. 
That moment I was converted; I knew it, I felt 
it; it was as if a load had been lifted from me.” 

She says that after that miracles began to hap- 
pen in and through her. She had not been fully 
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happy in her surroundings and her work, and had 
gotten bitter about it all. ‘“ The surroundings did 
not change,” she says, ‘“‘ but my attitude did—and 
all the irksomeness went.” 

She felt that this was the message and work for 
her, and that summer she asked me whether we 
would like to have her for a full-time volunteer; 
she had been left an income which made her in- 
dependent, and she wanted to give her life to 
spreading this message. She came and began work 
not long after, and she says: ‘‘ About the second 
week I knew that I was in this work for life, and 
then it was that, all over again, I gave my life, 
my will and all my possessions to Christ.” This 
was no abstract dedication; she has given to me 
for the work more than half her entire income this 
year, besides supporting herself wholly from the 
other half. There are not many people who in- 
herit independence who do not manage to play 
with it for a year or so, in travel and pleasure; but 
not so with her—the consecration was a complete 
one, and it extended to all she had. 

After a few months she began to realize that 
living a surrendered life means honesty clear 
through, even to going back and digging out small 
falsehoods in the past and making things abso- 
lutely straight. She shared some old dishonesties 
that had lain covered up in her mind. “ Pride 
and self-love went again into the dust,” she says, 
“but that is where they belong.” 
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An intense nature has its own problems, and 
one of them is apt to be extreme feelings about 
other people. She likes, or she dislikes—and 
either way she is rather emphatic. Quarters are 
close in this kind of a fellowship, and there was 
one woman, as dominant as herself, whom she 
began actively to hate. While the hate lasted, 
there was neither peace nor spiritual victory. One 
night she went to Calvary Mission to sing for the 
men; but this hate stuck in her throat, and she 
felt the sham of singing hymns of God’s love when 
her own heart was foul with hatred. She had 
wondered when she heard men say there that 
Christ delivered them from drink or some other 
sin, and she comforted herself by believing that 
actually they must have used their own will-power. 
But that night she learned something of moral 
miracles. For she confessed that sin of hate, and 
went forward for prayer with all the rest of the 
self-confessed sinners, praying: “‘ Lord, help me as 
you have helped these men.” And, she says: 
“ Jesus Christ took the hate out of my heart; what 
seemed impossible was made possible, understand- 
ing was put in the place of hate. I felt like Pil- 
grim when his burden fell from his shoulders at 
the foot of the Cross. My song was shaky, but 
my heart was glad!” And that hate has never 
come back. 

Many an eager nature is craving a chance for a 
“ warfare glad and grim ”—for work which will use 
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up the energy with which God has endowed them, 
and do great things for other people. The pity is 
that so many trifle away their time in service 
which accomplishes so little for others, and which 
is so mild that it does not take and use all their 
own strength. But this woman began effective 
witnessing for Christ in the spirit of a glad crusade. 

One Sunday she went for lunch to an Alice 
Foote MacDougall tea room. Across the table 
sat a woman her own age. Neither was the kind 
to make up to strangers by nature, but there was 
a smile when somebody passed the salt, and one 
advance led to another. Histories began to be 
exchanged; the father of one and the husband of 
the other had been consul in the same Canadian 
city, many years apart. Both liked music. One 
was studying it in New York. That led to, “ And 
where are you?” Calvary Church was the an- 
swer, and she grinned a broad assent when asked 
“How she liked it” ; and that evening the Lady 
Across the Table was in church, interested in so 
many young people, delighted with the warmth of 
welcome, thrilled by the music, and generally very 
much at home. After a few visits on Thursday 
nights, she made her surrender with the same 
woman who had met her in the restaurant. It 
literally changed her from a person with I at the 
center to one with Christ at the center. Laugh- 
ingly, at one of the Thursday meetings, she told 
of how it all had happened. She has gone back to 
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her own city a wonder to her friends and family; 
there she is forming her “own Thursday Night 
Group ” and winning individuals. One ought not 
alone to produce Children of the Second Birth, but 
grandchildren as well—we are never content un- 
less those who are touched touch others and this 
beneficent process of spiritual mathematics goes 
on “till the whole is leavened.” 

“Of all the vital points in this message,” she 
says, “‘ guidance has been the hardest for me to 
grasp. But I know what the leading of Christ is 
in my best surrendered moments. At times I have 
doubted, in a foolish human way, the existence and — 
the power of the Holy Spirit, so of course I could 
not then get guidance. But later it comes to me 
powerfully that it is a sin thus to doubt and limit 
the power of God. I have to surrender the stub- 
bornness of my will many times before I am led. 
Guidance is very real to me when I am not trying 
to manage my own life, and when I am putting 
God’s complete will first. Christ has lately been 
giving me guidance in a most marvellous way.” 

It has fallen to the lot of this woman to suffer a 
great deal of pain in the past few months. Some- 
times she is able to be about, but has to be re- 
laxed and willing to rest when needful and not to 
overdo; for an enthusiastic nature nothing is 
harder than that kind of restraint, and nowhere 
does genuine spiritual consecration and discipline 
show itself more surely than here. At other times 
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she must give up altogether, and be content to lie 
still. Such occasions are the testing-times, when 
we find out how much we really believe in prayer 
as a force, in the love of God in suffering and 
idleness, in the witness not of lips only, but of 
life. In her own room, great decisions have been 
made, and great renunciations which grew out of 
saying to God: “ Nevertheless, not my will but 
Thine.” 

But steadily we have watched a deepening 
sense of the presence of Christ, a more thought- 
ful companionableness with those about her, the 
impact of her own consecration upon others which 
brought life to them, and the sure and growing 
subjection of all things to the will of Christ. The 
impetuous force which used to be, like Simon 
Peter’s, all waywardness and caprice is giving way 
to the stuff which makes apostolic personality, 
strong and sustained in the redemptive passion. 
Her life is the growing answer to the prayer of a 
hymn to the Holy Spirit: 


Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
Until my heart is pure, 

Until with Thee I will one will, 
To do or to endure. 


VI 
GOING IT TOGETHER 


; Y OU may see in the congregation, on a 
Sunday, a very noticeable little couple. 
You have a sense of their happiness in be- 

ing together and of their satisfaction with life. 
Something irrepressible and laughing seems to bear 
witness to a great inner joy. At Thursday Group 
meetings one or other of them is apt to make a 
real contribution, and after the meetings you will 
usually find them talking with earnestness and 
gayety to someone whose face shows need. Their | 
story shows how finding God together has meant 
also finding the fullness of life. 

One of his first recollections is of having taken 
part in a Sunday School contest on the life of 
Christ. There were 150 questions, and whoever 
answered the most of them correctly got the prize. 
This boy memorized the answers to all 150 of 
them, and won. So far as he was concerned, it 
might as well have been about Hannibal or 
Napoleon—it was just a chance to win a prize. 
God and Christ meant nothing to him personally. 

His mother cared very much about her church, 
and her religion was very real to her, but her talks 
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with her boy left religion somewhat misty in his 
mind. 

It was not until he was engaged to be married 
that he began to take a serious interest in religion. 
There never had been a time when God was not 
real to the girl. She says that she had not always 
acted, or even tried to act, as God wanted her to, 
but she always knew that He was there. Because 
of her faith, and his love for her, her husband 
wanted to go with her in her religion; but he came 
at religion from the rational angle—while her at- 
titude was that there were certain things you felt 
and knew, and that was the end of it. They might 
have intellectual sanction, but her experience was 
real, and that was enough for her. 

In school he had had the good fortune to 
make friends amongst some fine boys, and in his 
early youth he was kept from the grosser sides of 
life. Then he was in the army during the war, 
and there he began to meet sin in its stark forms. 
He managed to keep clean, although he was 
“ragged ” from morning till night by the other 
men. He says frankly that he was afraid of the 
consequences of the kind of life they were living. 

But there was a residue from this experience. 
Certain pictures had printed themselves on his 
mind, and he could not forget them. After he 
got home, there was a terrific struggle with vile 
thoughts, and all that they involve. He truly 
loved the girl who was to be his wife, and he made 
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a valiant fight, but he never felt that he had won 
a completely satisfactory victory. 

He found that the reasonable way to investigate 
religion was to consider what it has done, and is 
doing, in other lives. Some time before his mar- 
riage he went to a conference where twenty fel- 
lows of his own age were sitting about talking very 
naturally of their experience of God. He listened, 
angry at first, then disturbed, then interested, then 
hungry for what they had. One of the men told 
him of having been through just such a struggle 
as his own, and of finding victory through Christ. 

Our friend said: “ Bill, the trouble with me is 
that I can’t find a personal God.” 

Then Bill put to him the most astounding and 
arousing question he had ever had asked: ‘‘ How 
have you looked?” ‘TI realized,” he says, “ that I 
never had really looked at all. I was interested in 
finding out about God, but not in finding Him.” 

He tried it, experimentally. He wanted to see 
if it would work even for one week-end. He didn’t 
sleep much that night for thinking of all he had 
to do and to change. He knew he must be honest 
about himself with the rest of the crowd—and one 
fellow there just idolized him! But he went 
through with it. He confessed the sham and need 
of his life, and says that when he finished, he “ had 
a curious feeling of lightness, as if a great burden 
had been lifted off my shoulders.” Before the 
week-end was over, he had made the greatest de- 
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cision of his life, to surrender himself uncondi- 
tionally and for always to the will of God. 

The adjustments which he had to make were 
hard. There were days when he let his Quiet Time 
slip, and he was making only tentative efforts to 
win others. One day we had at the Rectory a 
group gathering to which he came—and from 
which he went away to his office, where, beside his 
desk, he made a fresh consecration of himself to 
more active living for Christ. 

A few months later they were married, and 
started to live jointly according to God’s will. It is 
something over a year ago now, and he says, “ We’re 
still working on the same basis. When I realize 
the pitfalls into which we might have fallen dur- 
ing that first year, I am conscious that it is the 
only real way to live. To have a higher allegiance 
to turn to—that is what has meant so much. 
We’re both convinced it is the way to live.” 

Some men find God through Christ, and some 
men find Christ through God. He belonged to the 
latter group. Some time after the initial experi- 
ence, he began to look into what had happened to 
him, and he found that Christ had little place in 
it. Yet he heard others of us talking much about 
Christ. He did not yet know who was the Re- 
vealer of the salvation he had begun to find. One 
night he heard a sermon on “ The Personal Christ ” 
which, in his own language, “hit him between 
the eyes.” He says; ‘ Next morning, when I got 
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up to have my Quiet Time, I knew something 
radical had happened to me. Before my prayer- 
time was over, I knew what it was; I had found 
Christ. I had found for myself the power of the 
Living Christ in my life. I suppose there are other 
people who, like myself, have found God but have 
not found the Living Christ. I believe we should 
not rest content until we have helped them find 
Him.” He and his wife are busy working with in- 
dividuals. ‘ People are hungry for what Christ 
has to offer,” they say. ‘“‘ We have been brought 
into touch with a number of them. All like to 
hear stories of changed lives. Some have them- 
selves made the great decision.” 

He says that people ask him how all this works 
in business. ‘The answer is very simple. If 
God’s will is for me to be in business, He also has 
a way for me to carry on my business. I believe 
it is His plan for me to stay in business unless I 
get definite orders to go elsewhere. I work better, 
get more done, and have a clearer perspective, than 
ever before in my life. There is no question that 
the business man individually can do God’s will 
and stay in business.” 

He says that it has not always been clear sail- 
ing, and that there are times when he gets dis- 
couraged and blue about himself. But invariably 
it is because he is somewhere temporarily unsur- 
rendered. ‘ But I can say I have never seriously 
considered giving up my original decision for sur- 


64 CHILDREN OF THE SECOND BIRTH 


render. Life on any other basis is inconceivable, 
no matter how difficult following Christ may seem 
at the moment.” 

This is the way a girl, with an instinctive but 
unvital religion, has come to a genuine experience; 
and a man, with a doubt and a need, has had both 
satisfied in discovering Christ. Narrow means 
have not kept these young people from the realest 
of all possible wealth, or from the spiritual health 
and glow which is the reward of the single-hearted. 
Together they build the foundation of a home 
upon the surest of all ground—common devotion 
to a common ideal. ‘ Each for the other and both 
for Christ,’ is the way she puts it. Professor 
Hocking * has described this basis for married life 
in a great sentence: “‘ The only being you can love 
is a being who has an independent object of wor- 
ship, and who holds you out of your self-indulgence 
to a worship of that same object.” Small fear that 
such a home will split and go to pieces; for it is 
founded upon a rock. 

“T don’t know all the future holds,” he says. 
“But God knows. And He’ll tell me in due time. 
That’s the great thing about being in tune with 
His will—you don’t know what’s coming, but you 
know it will be the best thing, if you are perfectly 
ready and willing for it. That ‘certain uncer- 
tainty ’ is what makes a great life! ” 


*Human Nature and Its Remaking, W. E. Hocking, p. 
ey 


VII 
A FOOL FOR CHRIST 


organize the young people of the parish. 

She was doing organization work over all 
the diocese, and thought we ought to have such a 
society in our church. It was still early in our 
experiment, and I remonstrated to the effect that 
organizations did not come first, but changed lives 
—and we did not yet have enough of these to 
leaven a whole group. She was thinking in terms 
of machinery; she had not yet begun to think in 
terms of people. 

She was the shyest person I have ever seen. 
There was in her beauty of spirit, and eagerness of 
mind, and unselfishness enough to change the 
world. But she was thwarted and repressed. 
There is a self-effacement which is in fine con- 
trast to the noisy bravado which calls attention 
to itself so readily in this generation; but this 
was not self-effacement, it was sheer human cruci- 
fixion. I wondered how the spirit struggling within 
could be liberated to the kind of service it was in- 
tended for. 

She has written an account of that liberation 
herself; and I give it in her own words, without 
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quotation marks, for her words are better than 
mine: 


All my life I have felt inferior. I have never 
thought I could be as good or as useful as the 
people around me. I felt it at home, in school, in 
college, travelling in Europe and in several dif- 
ferent jobs. 

From most points of view, I have no reason for 
this feeling. I came of what is supposed to be the 
best stock in America. Father’s family have lived 
in New England since the end of the seventeenth 
century, and a direct ancestor is a Revolutionary 
hero that every child knows. Mother’s family are 
old Philadelphia Quakers. 

We have a family life such as few families have. 
We play together a lot, and discuss everything 
from table-manners to education, from speed-laws 
to religion. Father and Mother never have had 
the idea that “children should be seen and not 
heard.” They have discussed everything with us 
as though we were their equals in experience and 
knowledge, and given our opinions their full value, 
and allowed us to make our own decisions. The 
word “ family ” means to me long walks, motor- 
drives, tennis, bridge, and sitting about the fire 
reading aloud. Sunday was always looked for- 
ward to, for Father was at home, and we always 
did something specially pleasant with him. 

Then, too, I have had everything I wanted that 
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money could buy. We live in a good-sized sub- 
urban house, with generous land about it. We 
have always had lots of animals about, and plenty 
of chance for sport. I have had a liberal allow- 
ance, and have been free to go anywhere I pleased 
and do what I chose. If birth and ideal surround- 
ings and everything that money could buy and 
the nicest family in the world were all that were 
needed for happiness and contentment and fullness 
of life, those things should have been abundantly 
mine. 

When I was fourteen I went to the Brearley, one 
of the best schools in New York. The next five 
years were not easy. I was slow at studies, so I 
spent lots of time out of school studying, instead of 
playing with other girls. I tried playing basket-ball 
and other games, but I was not good at them be- 
cause of the legacy of a mild attack of infantile 
paralysis. These things did not make it any easier 
to make friends with other girls. Also I came from 
the country and they were city-ites. They did dif- 
ferent things, wore different clothes. I remember 
the agony of wearing high boots when the other 
girls wore oxfords! 

I tried to get even with my inferiority by a 
swelled head. To cheer myself up I used to re- 
mind myself (and sometimes others) that I was “a 
first family of Boston,” and just as good as any- 
body else. I liked the teachers better than the 
girls, so I spent my recess talking to them—and 
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then boasted about my popularity with the fac- 
ulty! 

During the last two years of school Mother 
thought I ought to learn something of the gay life. 
So I had some dancing lessons and solemnly went 
to a few parties near home. I had gone to school 
in New York, and knew very few of the young 
people, so I sat propped against the wall much of 
the time. I was tall and conspicuous, and the 
gentlemen did not flock in my direction. 

About this time I began to feel consciously in- 
ferior at home. Father is an idealistic and a 
deeply cultivated man, and I never could produce 
conversation which was really stimulating to him. 
Mother is a tremendously competent sort of per- 
son, and has always done everything better than 
I, from running a dinner party and keeping house, 
to managing a charitable organization. She has 
always run the family. I never questioned her de- 
cisions for my life, except to wish I had character 
enough to stand up against her when we disagreed, 
instead of succumbing weakly. : 

My older brother is a very good-looking, en- 
chantingly attractive boy, and very cultivated. 
He would have adored having a flapper sister who 
would have been a credit to him, and brought 
reams of other flappers to the house who would 
have amused him . . . or else one who would 
interest him intellectually. I was neither one. I 
have generally admired him from afar, and been 
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uncomfortable when we were together. My 
younger brother and I have at times had a pretty 
real relationship. He is a theorist, and we have 
spent hours talking over things. He suffers from 
a physical handicap which would have downed 
most people, but has given him an iron will and 
sometimes a caustic tongue. He has real ability 
and brains, and I have told him more about my- 
self than almost anyone else. It did not occur to 
me to tell much about my inward self to Mother— 
she was busy, and it did not seem to me important 
enough. 

Then came Smith college. I began living off the 
campus, which was not socially the “ thing to do.” 
but in the middle of the year got moved on to it. 
The girls were very nice to me, and asked me to 
their rooms. But I did not go. I didn’t feel I 
was really wanted—there would be other girls 
there whom they did want, and I would be unin- 
teresting. Finally they gave it up in despair, and 
left me alone. And there was I, longing to be 
liked, but not knowing how to raise a finger to 
help matters! The glee club was about the only 
thing that relieved the situation at all. 

After sophomore year, I couldn’t bear college 
any longer, and I begged the family to let me go 
to Europe with my aunt and uncle. Father 
thought at first I had better stick it out at college: 
but the work had gone so miserably badly that 
he finally consented to my giving it up altogether. 
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I loved Europe. We travelled slowly, taking 
time in each place to see everything carefully. It 
was all new, but I began to love the sculpture and 
the pictures and the architecture. For the first 
three months I thought of nothing but the sheer 
enjoyment of life. We were seeing no people, so 
I had nothing to fear or feel inferior about. After 
that I was to go and live with a French family 
outside Paris. I rather looked forward to being 
on my own for the first time. 

“Maman ” was a sensitive, shy person, thought- 
ful and introspective, and not very happy. She 
was going through the throes of a religious experi- 
ence. All her family had been for generations 
Protestants—and she was undergoing a conver- 
sion to Catholicism, after twenty years of ram- 
pant atheism and bitterness. I was interested in 
it all, and began to think for the first time seri- 
ously about the why and the whither of life. I 
came to some rather atheistic and rationalistic con- 
clusions, which could not be squared with the re- 
ligion of my godmother taught me from baby- 
hood. I was a little excited at being on the “ in- 
side” at a regular conversion, and jealous because 
I could not agree with the things which “ Maman ” 
was then thinking. I had never before met real 
sorrow and bitterness, and hers overwhelmed me. 
By the time I left, she had come out into clear 
faith which was making life easier for her, indeed 
making it nearly triumphant; but she was unable 


A FOOL FOR CHRIST i 


to translate any of it into terms which would help 
anyone else. I grew to be deeply fond of her. I 
never suffered as I did when I left her. 

All the time I wondered why I could not have 
that relation to my own mother. I was happier 
in France than I ever had been at home. The 
people did not know of my failures back home. I 
had bought a Ford, which was useful for taking 
the family out to drive (and contributed to my 
small supply of superiority). I was taking piano 
lessons, and my teacher was quite encouraging 
about my prospects; there was this beautiful rela- 
tionship with a woman twenty years my senior. 

But this content did not last. When I got home, 
the awful question presented itself, ‘‘ What are you 
going to do with yourself? ” Mother advised so- 
cial work, so I took a job in a child-placing agency 
not far from home. I was glad to have something 
to do, but I was far from happy. We social 
workers did not seem to be getting very far with 
the people we tried to help; and I soon got dis- 
couraged with my part, and then cursed myself for 
want of character and stick-to-it. The old dis- 
couragement swept back upon me—I had no more 
intelligence than before I went to France, no more 
power to stand up to Mother, no more social ease. 
I thought the discontent was going on forever. 

Let me go back to my earliest memory of re- 
ligious teaching. I remember as a child going to 
stay with an older woman J loved and sitting in her 
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lap and hearing her say that God was closer to us 
than we were to each other. I would hug her with 
all my strength, and she would add: “ Yes, much 
closer—all round us.” She taught me how to be 
a good Episcopalian. She helped me to grow into 
a habit of prayer that has never left me even in my 
doubting times. But I sometimes wish she could 
have shown me how to apply my religion to my 
life. She had had a religious experience. Her re- 
ligion had stuck to her even through the knowledge 
that, though she wanted them frightfully, she 
would never have children. A religion that could 
do that ought to cure inferiority. But somehow I 
wonder if she has ever let her religion run down 
into all the nooks and crannies of her life. Why 
couldn’t she make it real to me? 

We used to argue about the creed, and the 
Church, and conduct. But I never learned the 
connection between the three. I used to refuse to 
go to see girl friends, saying they would not want 
to see me; and she would tell me how silly I was, 
and how shyness was selfishness in its root—and 
I would go off and curse myself for being selfish, 
and wonder how in the world you could cure your- 
self of it, and think that I would give my head if 
I could find out how not to be shy. She used 
to tell me to read my Bible every day and go 
to church; I realized my duty in both directions, 
but they seemed to do me no good. I was con- 
firmed when I was twelve, and I kept on working 
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in the church for the next ten years. But it 
seemed to have nothing to do with my inward at- 
titudes or my ordinary life. 

When I gave up my job as a social worker, I 
took another under one of the outstanding men in 
the Episcopal Church. I took it for no reason at 
all except that he was a friend of the family’s and 
I assumed anything he was doing was worth while. 
He proved to be one of the loveliest people imagi- 
nable. I think I have never seen the God-Spirit 
shine out of anyone as it shines out of him. He 
gave me a huge organization to plan and run. He 
did not know the details of it himself; but he be- 
lieved in the people connected with it, and in me, 
and he thought all would be well. I tackled that 
job because I loved that dear old man. But at 
the end of six months I went to him and told him 
it was not getting very far, and that I wanted to do 
something which touched people more definitely. 
Something more like what the apostles did—not 
just boom a big organization. For I had begun 
to have a vision of what the Church, Christianity, 
Christ, could do for men in the world. 

I came down to Calvary Church to try to get 
a young peoples’ group organized here. I was told 
they were not ready for it yet, because only out 
of transformed lives could there be made such an 
organization. Then the question was very simply 
asked me: “ Have you ever really given your own 
life to Christ? ” I did not know what it meant. 
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We talked for two hours about God’s plan for the 
universe, of His plan for individual people, of how 
you could find that plan and live under the dom- 
inance of the Holy Spirit, of how it meant letting 
go of your own plans and desires for your own life, 
and trusting that God could run it better than 
yourself, as He saw fit to use you, not as you saw 
fit to serve Him. In the act of self-giving we 
agreed; one had to be willing to break with any- 
thing wrong one was doing. I thought of a man 
to whom I must go with apology, and seek to cre- 
ate a new relationship. It was growing definite. 
We talked about the possibility of a religious ex- 
perience in everybody’s life, and the need for shar- 
ing it with others. In other words, the point of the 
Church and Christianity was not just to hold serv- 
ices and run organizations, but to see to it that 
people were made different because they had some 
Christian connection, some real hold on Christ— 
different in their ordinary lives, less selfish, less 
irritable, more courageous, more radiant, happier. 
Here again, as all through my life, inferiority 
got the better of me. I didn’t believe I ever could 
be good enough for God to use me. I knew I 
would not be able to get up at crack of dawn every 
morning and take time for Quiet with God. I 
knew words would fail me if I tried to tell anybody 
else about it . . . andsoon. This went on for 
six months. I was still at my job in the church or- 
ganization. I began to talk about personal re- 
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ligion, and surrendering one’s life—but it did not: 
sound very convincing. 

I began to discover that I was trying to do ona 
large scale, in many different localities, what I had 
never learned to do in one place. I was telling 
others how to do a job I had not learned to do my- 
self. I needed specific training in touching the 
lives of individuals. And when I was offered the 
chance to come and work at Calvary, I took it. 

During the first month, I did not accomplish 
very much. I talked with lots of girls, but noth- 
ing much seemed to come of it. One day one of 
the boys said he had always felt inferior, and now 
he was praying that God might give him humility 
in place of inferiority. That seemed a good prayer 
for me to adopt for myself. 

Then I went away for vacation. When I looked 
back on my start, I had another attack of spiritual 
blues. Other people seemed to be doing so much 
more than I was. One Sunday morning I went to 
church, and the Epistle was from Corinthians. St. 
Paul refers to the fact that he used to be a perse- 
cutor and says: “I am not meet to be called an 
apostle . . . but by the grace of God J am what 
I am.” I took that to mean that God made every 
one of us just as He meant us to be, with qual- 
ities and even limitations which He wanted us to 
have and which He wanted to use. If He made 
me as I am, presumably He had a job for me in 
this world that I could do, a job I would just fit 
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into. If I were willing not to be a success in my 
way, but simply to do anything He wanted me to 
do, He could and would show me the special job 
for which I was born into the world. 

Next day I was sitting on the roof of one of the 
sleeping porches of the house, looking out over a 
glorious sweep of water, towards some blue hills 
and the sunset beyond them. I was not thinking of 
anything in particular, just sort of wallowing in 
the beauty of it all. I was counting those little 
lighthouses as their lights flashed in the distance, 
thinking of the hope they hold out, the way men 
depend on them. They were so out of the way— 
but for the ships that passed, so necessary. 

While there the thought flashed into my mind 
of the words of the leper to Jesus: “If thou wilt, 
thou canst make me clean” . . . and I added, 
“of my inferiority.” The words came with a con- 
viction which only those who have felt the guidance 
of the Holy Spirit can know. As I thought about 
it, my inferiority was a sin, a dirty, loathsome 
thing like leprosy. I was no better off than that 
pathetic beggar, even if I was of a right-hand top- 
drawer family of Boston. And if I could be 
cleansed of the inferiority, I should be free from 
my worst enemy, and then I might be used of God. 
And if I—a person who had never been really of 
any use to anybody—could be used by Him, why 
then any human being could find Him and be used 
by Him; and I knew that I must tell people that. 
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She has been used of God, and most marvellously 
used. The channel of a personality empty of self 
is God’s great channel. 

She met a woman, some years her senior, a con- 
ventional Christian who through the death of her 
mother thought she had lost her faith. She still 
kept busy with church organizations, and did a 
great many religious “ things,” but they gave: her 
no satisfaction, no peace. The “ fool for Christ ” 
said that the solution lay in a great surrender to 
Him. The two women talked for a long time, 
and then the messenger proposed prayer. “ But 
you don’t understand,” the woman remonstrated, 
“T surrendered long ago.” The Fool for Christ 
asked forgiveness, if she had presumed to deny an 
experience which had already come; but then they 
did have prayer, and she prayed a prayer of self- 
dedication. After this the older woman prayed 
herself, aloud—and rose from her knees saying 
that this was a totally new experience; nothing like 
it had ever taken place before in her life. And 
she calls that day the day of her conversion. She, 
too, has become a witness. 

There was a young wife, gay and cheerful with- 
out, but carrying a load of unhappiness within. 
With her husband she came for a meeting, and lis- 
tened. At first it seemed vague and indefinite, 
then it grew personal to her. Next day, at another 
meeting, the married girl flew upstairs in tears, and 
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straight after her went the Fool for Christ. She 
entered into the situation quickly, with amazing 
sympathy, they got all the barriers down, and the 
whole story out—and then they had a prayer to- 
gether which was the release of the soul of this 
young married woman. Her conversion has in- 
volved the conversion of her husband, and her two 
children have found an experience of God through 
them. 

A secretary in a great insurance company of- 
fice came to church. She came again and again. 
In the porch of the church an introduction led to 
acquaintance, acquaintance to friendship, friend- 
ship to a real talk. She thought that she had made 
a decision for Christ, but she found no courage to 
speak of Him to anyone. And what must she do? 
Together the two new friends went to the Mission 
one night, and afterwards they sat over an ice- 
cream soda, and finally had prayer together across 
the table there. The stenographer did not pray, 
only her companion. The stenographer had not 
found the Spirit which gives men “ utterance,”— 
and that was the issue for her, willingness to speak 
in Thursday Evening Group, the willingness to 
give voice to her faith. Till she should do that, 
she felt she was not surrendered. After that 
prayer, she won her courage. She spoke in the 
meeting. She brought her own sister around, who 
has become also a carrier of the message. In a 
quiet way she is a very effective messenger. 
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In a service in another city we met a girl who 
comes into New York every day. She wanted this 
experience, but she said she left home too early 
every morning to keep a Quiet Time. The issue 
for her lay there, in willingness to make time for 
God. ‘They agreed that the solution might lie in 
sitting on the train with one girl instead of four, 
and keeping their Quiet Time there together. In 
their bags they carry little paper Testaments, and 
like John Wesley of old, studying and praying on 
horseback as he took his way from place to place, 
they make use of the hour that many people waste. 

The Fool for Christ says that it has been inter- 
esting to watch in how many cases she has had to 
deal with people who needed “ bucking-up ”—just 
exactly what she had needed, people who felt in- 
adequate or inferior or incapable. 

She says that three great convictions have come 
out of trying to live this kind of life: 

The first is that ‘“‘ the lowest worm of a person 
is important in the eyes of God.” That conviction 
cut down to the roots of her inferiority, and gave to 
her, not a relative and contrasted importance with 
reference to other people, but a sense of intrinsic 
and absolute worth which works in the mind, con- 
scious and subconscious, and drives out the hound- 
ing sense of fear and self-depreciation. I myself 
doubt whether the roots of inferiority can be ex- 
tracted in any other way. 

The second is that for her indecision has been 
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eliminated by the experience of guidance. Always 
before she had been tremendously influenced by 
what other people thought, by the conventionally 
unselfish or proper thing to do; the last person she 
talked to could always twist her out of a decision. 
That is gone. Her life is based, with a daring which 
is startling, upon the Voice of the Spirit; and in 
sheer results she is efficient as she has never before 
been efficient in her life. ‘‘ The wind bloweth where 
it listeth . . . and thou canst not tell 
so is everyone that is born of the Spirit.” The 
surefootedness of a life like this is incomprehensible 
to one who will not sympathetically study its basis. 
And the third she calls a “consciousness of 
adequacy.” She means that if it is right for her 
to be in a place, she can meet whatever situations 
may arise. If she is meant to talk to somebody, 
the words will be given her. If she has to chal- 
lenge someone in high place to a finer ideal, the 
power to do so will be present. Nowhere has this 
confidence more wonderfully shown itself than in 
her own home. One day, sitting quietly in the 
living-room with her mother, she said: ‘“ Mother, 
I feel like a person in this house, for the first time 
in my life.” The quality of self-effacement has 
not been lost by this new adequacy, but rather en- 
hanced and given scope and opportunity. One no 
longer feels sorry in her presence for the pathos of 
an imprisoned personality, one feels the glory of 
the wonder of the presence of the Spirit of God. 


VIII 
WHERE BROADWAY TURNS 


P “HE Thursday Evening Group is the 
stamping ground for all sorts of people, 
the rendezvous of various faiths and na- 

tionalities. Here coincidence turns to Providence 

by the admixture of God-guidance, and chance 
acquaintances become milestones and_turning- 
points in the destiny of human lives. 

One night an acquaintance lingered to meet and 
talk with a woman some years his senior, who 
had come for the first time to the meeting. She 
had been long a Christian, but lacked the joy 
which was her birthright. As she started for the 
door, he signalled another woman of about her 
age, and said: “I think you two might like to 
know each other.” <A few words passed between 
them, pleasantries edging over towards seriousness. 

Two days later these two women met together. 
The newcomer was a quiet, seeking sort of per- 
son, who had been bound for years by anxious, 
unreasoning fears, and religion had never done 
anything for her, because somehow she did not 
quite know how to give it the opportunity. As she 
sat and talked with a sympathetic person, albeit 
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a person who has never known the sensation of 
fear, the fear which had walled her away from 
God and her own best self began to blow away. 
Inner fears and anxieties disappear when brought 
into the sunlight, as germs do. Presently the two 
prayed together side by side, to the accompani- 
ment of wholesome laughter from an invisible 
group across the hall. She surrendered to God 
her groundless fears, and with them turned over 
to Him her life for His direction. 

The transformation was immediate—and extra- 
ordinary. The deep lines smoothed themselves out 
of her face, and her brooding, tired, almost tragic 
eyes filled with light; she said: “Iam happy.” _ 

Later she asserted, somewhat timidly: ‘‘ This is 
wonderful for me, but I shall never be able to speak 
to anyone else of what I have found, the way you 
all do.” Her new friend gaily said that she would 
never be able to keep still! And so they parted. 

One of the rewards of such sharing as had 
brought these two lives close together is a sense of 
fellowship, of something so warm and outgoing to- 
wards other human beings that, were the word not 
preempted for something more like sentimentality, 
we could only call it love. This shy, diffident 
woman had found not only God, but a tremen- 
dously increased capacity for profounder human 
relationships. Unreal religion makes for inhuman- 
ity; but real religion brings to the fore every scrap 
of genuine humanity in any life, every touch of 
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companionableness and good humour and reciproc- 
ity. 

A few days later, she was buying some china in 
one of New York’s great department stores. She 
had been there before, but it was when human faces 
were not so friendly as they had now become. 
The boy who waited on her was an eager lad, in- 
telligent, painstaking, and his English accent was 
the occasion for a conversation. 

He proved to be the son of an English clergy- 
man, a kindly man and wise in many respects; but 
he had brought up his son in the ordinary way, so 
that he was more intimate with the forms of the 
church than with the power which impelled his 
father’s life. A younger brother had died some 
years before, and this young boy heard his father 
say from the pulpit that his faith in immortality 
was deepened by his loss. The boy listened, out of 
his own sorrow, wondering. Would he ever feel as 
his father felt? He doubted it. 

Then he set out for America to make his way. 
And as America walked past the counter where 
he sold china, he found it a lonely place. After all, 
nothing is so lonely as to be in a great crowd of 
people without a friend in it. He was of a little 
different quality from the clerks about him, and 
this fact distanced him still more than his foreign 
origin. Even the great church which he attended 
held itself aloof. 

“ Do you like your church? ” asked his customer, 
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as she gave him her address. “No,” he replied, 
‘where I go I do not feel comfortable—there are 
so many silk hats! ” 

And then, although it was not her church, she 
described to him something of what he might ex- 
pect to find at Calvary. “ You'll find all sorts of 
head-gear there,” she said, “ and some come in with 
none at all. It is a church where a boy is made to 
feel at home, no matter what his clothes are like.” 

The very next Sunday he resolved to make the 
experiment. He came to Calvary. He liked it. 
It seemed to him real, he says, and downright and 
human. He decided to come again. Our staff of 
a dozen young people stand in the porch of the 
church for nearly an hour after service, talking to 
old friends and making new ones. About his sec- 
ond visit, one of the men met him and asked him 
to the Staff House for dinner. There he found a 
group of very diverse people, giggling at one mo- 
ment, talking about God’s guidance the next, and 
the conversation was all shot through with refer- 
ences to something they all seemed to know about, 
something which made them very gay and cheer- 
ful, and seemed to put a zest for life in them which 
no one could miss who saw them. 

His host took him off to his own room, and there 
they talked. He found out what the “ something ” 
was which bound these extraordinarily different 
people into a unity. It was an actual experience of 
Christ, in terms anybody could understand, any- 
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body could experiment with. Conversion, God- 
guidance, winning people, Quiet Times—all terms 
for something which had always seemed musty to 
him, and a little mysterious, though he was fa- 
miliar with what they named. The man who 
talked with him had been delivered from fearful 
sin and fear, and he shared himself confidently and 
without self-consciousness. 

The young Englishman made his decision. He 
gave himself to this wonderful Christ. 

He began to come to the Thursday Evening 
Group meetings, and there one night he told us 
briefly and pungently of his experience and his de- 
cision. It is quite impossible to describe the radia- 
tion of spiritual gladness which is thrown off into 
the atmosphere of a room when a man or woman 
for the first time stands up to witness for the Lord 
Jesus Christ. There comes a quiet elation into the 
hearts of those who understand, which is a kind of 
this-world counterpart of the “ joy in the presence 
of the angels of God over one sinner that re- 
penteth.” How this melts down boundaries the 
world erects, jumping over differences of age, race, 
colour, creed, and every natural predilection, is one 
of the amazing results and rewards of this life. 

A little later he fell in, at church, with a young 
physician who has been attending here most of 
the winter. The spark of friendship jumped 
quickly, the physician saw something in this boy 
which he needed and wanted, and they agreed to 
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have dinner together some evening. And there 
they talked, until the physician declared his will- 
ingness to have done with compromise, and to serve 
Christ with all his heart. So quickly is a field 
turned into a force; a man who needs to be urged 
towards a decision one week is urging decision upon 
another the next. So grows the number of witnesses 
for Christ. So run the fires of the Spirit, setting 
alight life after life. 

One night the English boy spoke longingly of 
England in the spring. “I thought of going over 
and getting a job in the country for the summer,” 
he said, “but I cannot bear to leave Calvary.” 
And as he was leaving the Thursday meeting one 
evening, he said to me: ‘“ Do you know that the 
interest of all this has eclipsed every other in- 
terest I have? I think about it all the time. It 
has become the center of my whole life.” 

William James said that religion is either a dull 
habit or an acute fever. What a gorgeous experi- 
ence it is when religion becomes “ the center of my 
whole life ” ! 


IX 
IN A STEAMSHIP OFFICE 


HE average minister is likely to persuade 
x people to continue to do something they 
have never really begun, or to excel in 
doing something which they have never decisively 
contracted to do at all. He is telling them how to 
round difficult corners, and get a second wind, in 
a journey towards which they have never yet 
crossed the starter’s line. Into the regions of spir- 
itual aspiration the people may follow him with 
their imaginations; but generally he has failed to 
reckon with those sullen and stubborn rebellions 
which lie at the bottom of men’s hearts, the con- 
genital trust in things which can be felt, the ob- 
durate unbelief that any practical man can take the 
Sermon on the Mount seriously in twentieth-cen- 
tury economics, the disposition of almost all men 
to consider what we hear from a pulpit as deserv- 
ing to be taken with a grain of salt, the plain prac- 
tical divorce which the ordinary individual makes 
between the occasional flight of his imagination 
Godward, and his common every-day life man- 
ward. The average person in the pews has never 
been told how to make Christian experience a 
87 
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fact instead of an aspiration. Many so-called 
Christian people have never definitely, in any clear- 
cut and decisive way, begun their Christian life. 

The ecclesiastic may say that I am impugning 
the validity of membership in a church—that here 
is where the believer’s life in Christ begins. But I 
do not believe that a person can break into the 
Christian life without a step vastly more radical 
than merely joining a church now ordinarily sig- 
nifies. I do not believe you can make such a mild 
entrance upon a warfare like the Christian life. 
You can accept the creeds that way, you can get 
used to church services, learn a lot of pious things 
by heart, and adopt those little conventionalities 
by which we confine our worship to such a very 
decent and very orderly procedure. 

But no man becomes a Christian merely by get- 
ting used to the feel of it in others. It cannot be 
done without the old inward “ consent ” of the per- 
sonal will; and in this day consent must mean 
something much more starchy and stringent than 
mere acquiescence. We want something decisive, 
which cuts us away from the old life, and from 
the rest who are content to live it; we must dare 
to come out and be separate. We seem to have 
lost the power to obtain from people a ready and 
rugged and all-comprehensive self-dedication. 

That is what church membership ought to mean; 
what it does mean is generally nothing more in- 
spiring than becoming another pew-filler. The 
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state of the Church at the present time, its place of 
low esteem in the mind of the outsider, its im- 
potence in the affairs of the world, its level of com- 
placent contentment with a little round of pious 
duties, is witness enough that we are in an age of 
decline—for all our fuss about money and fine or- 
ganizations—an age of spiritual powerlessness and 
decline. It is time that somebody dared to be 
alarmed. Church leaders are dangerously near 
those eminent obstructionists in the New Testa- 
ment who “entered not in themselves, and them 
that would enter in, they hindered.” Something 
is desperately wrong with the thing we are doing 
for and with our church people; and it is my con- 
tention that the trouble goes back to the very 
start, or rather to the want of any conclusive start 
at all. 

The story which follows seems to me terrible 
proof of this thesis. It is the story of a woman 
now nearing middle age, the daughter of a clergy- 
man. 

If anyone had told her before last summer that 
she was not a Christian, she would have been very 
much surprised and greatly indignant. She was 
doing, and had long been doing, things which she 
knew were decidedly wrong—but except at certain 
times (which were growing more and more in- 
frequent) her conscience did not particularly 
bother her. Other people, she felt, were doing far 
worse things than she, and yet they seemed to 
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flourish. She had plenty of friends, and was much 
respected. 

She grew up in the shadow of the Church, and 
with a great love of the services. She sang in the 
choir, and taught for years in various Sunday 
Schools; but it was all without any real sense of a 
personal Saviour. When she read her Bible, it be- 
came only a kind of textbook, so she gave up the 
reading. She did not really pray, though assid- 
uously she “said her prayers.” 

“T went to church at least twice a Sunday,” she 
says. “It was a habit. I was really miserable 
whenever I had to miss a service; yet why this was 
true I do not know. The music, the poetry of the 
psalms, the sermons, good, bad and _ indifferent, 
all seemed to have their place in keeping me loyal 
to the Church. 

“But what good was all this Church-loyalty to 
me in every-day life? As I look back on it now, 
I see that it did not keep me from being dishonest 
in thought, speech or action; it did not keep me 
from falsehood and making a good story out of a 
few facts; it did not keep me from telling yarns 
that were ‘ off colour ’ when occasion arose. It did 
not draw me close to my family, or keep me from 
losing my temper, or saying sharp things and hurt- 
ing people’s feelings. I was not an easy person 
to get along with, at home or in business.” 

Her friends wondered what was the matter with 
the Church that she could not get help there. But 
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she had not accepted Christ with the Church, and 
did not have Him in her heart. Church was to her 

a formal observance of religious rules—little more. _ 
She would not have acknowledged it, but she was 
practically “ without God in the world.” 

“Tf anyone had pinned me down as to what good 
I was getting out of my religion, I could not have 
told them; nor could I have helped anyone else 
with the simplest problem in their life—though I 
had a great many theories about what was right 
for other people. I was a fine combination of 
Pharisee and hypocrite. 

“T was discouraged, and sick of myself. I 
masked all this by trying to be chipper and gay. 
A game of bridge takes your mind off yourselfi— 
and the theatre, and being in a gay group of peo- 
ple. Some of my friends said they knew of no 
one who seemed to enjoy life more than I.” 

One Sunday in the early summer she came down 
to Calvary Church. She had heard about a group 
that was meeting to study the life of Christ in His 
dealing with individuals. It sounded interesting, 
so she came. 

At the very first meeting something began to 
happen to her. Some of these people had some- 
thing which she lacked. We were studying that 
amazing fourth chapter of St. John’s Gospel, and 
Christ’s dealing with the Woman of Samaria. A 
thunderstorm was raging outside, I remember, but 
the air was electric within as well as without. For 
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the first time this woman began to see there might 
be a way out for her from her troubles. She went 
home counting the hours till the next week. 

She brought along two girls to the next meeting, 
and they heard strange things, about the Holy 
Spirit really speaking to people to-day, about God 
working miracles through individuals, and she sud- 
denly realized that that meant something actual, 
and was meant for her. 

She began to pray and have a daily Quiet Time. 
The Thursday Evening meetings she looked for- 
ward to as “ lights in a dark world ”—for this was 
all uncharted sea for her. Not that she was very 
comfortable when she got to the meetings, she says, 
with a load of unconfessed sin on her heart pulling 
her down. Her spirit was a battle-field where 
neither side had the upper hand. “TI did not know 
what to do,” she states. ‘“ My pride held me from 
going to anyone in the group. I thought it would 
be traitorous to my own heritage if I should look 
for an upheaval in my spiritual life.” 

Then she noticed in the papers that on a Sun: 
day in August the subject of the morning’s sermon 
was to be “ Do Church People Need Conversion? ” 
She made up her mind she would hear that sermon. 
And during the Holy Communion which fol- 
lowed, she gave herself without reservation to 
Christ, determined that she would let Him guide 
and use her life, no matter what the cost. ‘“ And 
here we offer and present unto Thee, O Lord, our 
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selves, our souls and bodies, to be a reasonable, 
holy, and living sacrifice unto Thee.” 

And this took place, not in a rescue mission, not 
at a revival meeting, but in church, and after she 
had said many times that her church did not be- 
lieve in conversion! 

About the middle of the following week I had 
a talk with this woman. I asked her how things 
had gone at the office. ‘“ Ripping,” she said, and 
told me of something that had happened that day. 
One of the men on another floor came down to 
borrow her scissors, which she had just bought 
new to cut clippings with. Next day he was to 
bring them back; in their place he came with an 
eld pair of dog-toothed scissors that would not cut 
through butter, saying, “ Won’t these do just as 
well? ” She astonished him by saying, “‘ Oh, yes, 
I guess they will!” To which he replied: “In 
heaven’s name, what’s come over you! ” And then 
she told him. 

That day she said that she wished to make a 
thank-offering to be used for the extension of the 
same kind of the work which had meant so much 
to her; she had no money, and nothing of value 
but her late mother’s diamond ring—and she 
wished me to take that and sell it and use the pro- 
ceeds for the work. The value here was far 
greater than money; but sentiment, memory and 
every other value went into this great offering. 

Now, conversion sometimes has a way of work- 
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ing backward, and demanding to include in its 
sweep and scope old and almost forgotten situa- 
tions. It has been said that to give up sin men 
must do four things: Hate, Forsake, Confess, Re- 
store. . 
About seven days after the experience of con- 
version, I had a letter in which this friend said, 
“ After three hours of absolute ell I am begin- 
ning a letter, and I hope God will give me strength 
to finish it. In a few sentences I'll have to tell you 
something that has been in my mind for years. 
Your opinion of me will be changed. It’s the kind 
of thing you would expect to hear from a member 
of the Down-and-Out-Club, not from me. I am 
shamed and humiliated, but it will have to come 
out. While I worked for the —---———— I stole 
money from the institutions. Not much, it is true, 
but that does not matter. I could never have con- 
fessed this before Sunday. I need help badly to 
go through with this thing, but I'll carry on.” 
Then came the temptation to send a money- 
order and so, as the Chinese say, ‘“‘ save face.” But 
guidance was clear; she must send it back in full, 
with interest, and sign the letter with her own 
name. There may be shallow people who will call 
this squeamish; but the real reason why most peo- 
ple who have slipped into wrongs like this do not 
go to the logic of absolute honesty, is that they 
lack the courage and thoroughgoingness of this 
brave and consecrated woman. And because they 
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are easier on themselves, they never know the 
clean sense of being right with God, with no bar- 
riers whatever. It is not surprising that a few 
weeks later, on vacation she wrote: “I feel like 
singing all the time now—Te Deums, etc. I have 
not said much to my friends yet, as I am waiting 
to have a little more guidance. I can truly say I 
have never been so happy.” 

In about three months came this letter: ‘“ So 
many things have come to me within the past 
three months. Things I would have done as a 
matter of course before, I turn away from with 
utter disgust. Of course I still have my daily 
struggles, and need to be continually on the watch, 
guarding my lips, temper, etc. But even with my 
failures, I am not discouraged—that is one of the 
many wonderful things my new scale of values has 
showed me. You may be interested to know that 
my work is to be changed. Mr. G. called me into 
his office last Saturday and said that they had 
been ‘watching me these past three or four 
months,’ and had decided to give me a much more 
responsible position. I was so overcome that I 
hardly realized till afterwards that this might have 
been an ‘opportunity.’ The things I used to 
worry about now amount to nothing. I take abso- 
lutely no credit to myself for my changed attitude 
towards my work, and towards the people with 
whom I work.” 

There was an old longstanding problem of mis- 
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understanding with her father, which sooner or 
later must be healed. We often talked of the best 
way to help this clergyman to understand what had 
happened to her, without hurting his feelings and 
making him feel that he had failed his own daugh- 
ter, who had failed him many times. 

Her next vacation she planned to spend at home, 
and said she hoped for “ great things to happen.” 
There was a little too much of the idea in her mind 
of ‘making him to see things my way.” She had 
guidance that the best thing she could do would 
be to “live her religion.” The night before her 
return she sat at her window for a long time, feel- 
ing that.she had not done as much as she should. 
A few days after she got back, however, she re- 
ceived a letter from home containing this sentence: 
““T never enjoyed having you home so much.” 

This little woman has brought many people 
to us in trouble, and helped many to see what 
happens when a conventional Christian finds 
Christ. Her testimonies at Calvary Mission are 
simple and direct, and sometimes the word of a 
good woman can do for destitute men what no 
other word can do. I used to feel about her that 
she was tied up in the mechanics of religion, in- 
terested in the outwardnesses, working about the 
church but missing the core of the matter; I feel 
that no longer. Nor does anyone else who comes 
into contact with her. There is more humanity, 
more enthusiasm, yes, more personality. 
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Here are some of her convictions about keeping 
a daily Quiet Time along with God, the first thing 
in the morning: 

“When I find myself getting formal in prayer, 
I find it helps to pray out loud; and this helps 
me also when my mind tends to wander. I tend 
to pray with petition when I am on my knees, and 
so I generally sit up when I want to meditate or 
listen. It was a great shock to my ecclesiastical 
conventionality to find one did not have to kneel 
to pray to God! But I am glad I learned it. 

“T find that reading Moffatt’s Translation of 
the New Testament, after I have read the passage 
in the King James Version, is a great help to un- 
derstanding it, especially in the Epistles. I recall 
my extreme prejudice against any translation ex- 
cept my beloved King James, not considering that 
the desire of God must be that I know the sense 
of the passage as well as enjoying the vehicle of it. 

“ Quiet Times do not need to be confined to 
morning and evening. One of the most profitable 
Quiet Times I ever had was one Saturday after- 
noon on the top of a Fifth Avenue bus. The traf- 
fic swirled about us, but amid that confusion and 
noise God spoke to me as surely as ever He had 
at home or in the stillness of a church. I often 
stop in at Trinity Church, downtown, for a Quiet 
Time at noon, when things have gotten a bit on my 
nerves at the office. The early morning is the 
dest time for Quiet, but not the only time. 
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“T believe definitely that God speaks to people 
directly through the Holy Spirit. When I began 
to listen, I think I had the attitude of a child who 
expects something to fall into his lap off a Christ- 
mas tree. I wanted guidance tied up and labelled, 
‘Guidance.’ I made the mistake of thinking so 
hard on certain definite matters about which I 
wanted guidance, and wanted it quickly, that it be- 
came a strain instead of a relaxing, so naturally 
nothing happened. Nobody can force God’s hand. 
There are times when He says nothing, and only 
wants to impart the sense of His presence and con- 
cern. I get a great deal of my guidance on my way 
to work, or during a church service. 

“‘ Sometimes you do not find out till afterwards 
that guidance is genuine. You act on it, and noth- 
ing seems to happen. God works at both ends of 
the line, with you and with the other person He 
wants you to win; and we need to be prepared for 
a quick victory or for a long siege. He may give 
either. 

““Have I ever regretted the cost of my decision 
to go the whole way for Christ? I can honestly 
say that I never have. I have regretted the sins 
which pulled me down from time to time since I 
made it. 

“But what a relief it is to know that God can 
and does forgive, and can use you in spite of 
everything! Thank God that, though my eyes 
were first opened to the picture of what I was—a 
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Church Pharisee,—they were also soon opened to 
what I could do for Christ by His help.” 

She has made, she says, blunders when working 
with people, but which of us hasn’t? She has 
given one person advice which she knew that per- 
son wanted to hear, xather than run the risk of 
hurting her with the truth. She has sometimes 
“kept back part of the price,” rather than lose 
the good opinion of a friend. She has sometimes 
been silent when she should have spoken, so she 
says. But she thanks God for other times when 
she has been truly a messenger of God. 

Things in the office and at the house are very 
different. Her whole sense of values seemed 
changed. She is becoming more and more able to 
take things in a quiet and calm fashion when once 
they would have made her “ hit the ceiling.” 

The interest you can take in people who were 
ence uninteresting or whom you once disliked, is 
a wonderful thing. I suppose it comes out of the 
fact that more and more we discover that we are 
all alike under the skin, all in need of the same 
thing,—a personal yay and love for the Lord 
Jesus Christ. 


x 


RELEASE 
NE is brought into contact with people 
sometimes through strange and symbolic 


means. 

A few Sundays after I had come to the church 
there was a Communion Service. And, in accord- 
ance with a long-time custom of the parish, I in- 
vited all to come to that service who loved the Lord 
Jesus Christ and were trying honestly to follow 
Him. I believe we need not apply artificial and 
man-made safeguards to protect this great gift of 
Christ to the world; it protects itself by its own 
purity and power, and men will not go to it unless 
in their hearts they feel drawn to it; and if they 
feel drawn to come and receive His help, I know no 
better criterion than this to admit them. If some 
of them do not quite understand the holy and 
solemn significance of this great act of worship on 
our part, and this extension of His life to us on 
Christ’s part, I think they are more likely to find 
out by experiment than by telling them they sha’n’t 
come. 

That day there came to the rail, for the Com- 
munion, one of the men responsible for the mu- 
sic. He was in his vestments. He was not of our 
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branch of the Churth a za had not been long 
amongst us, and was not accustomed to our ways. 
I gave the cup into his hands, and he thought that 
I should keep hold of it—and for a moment it 
tilted, and some of the wine was spilled on his 
white cotta. 

I thought that he would be feeling badly about 
this, and so I made a point of seeing him after 
the service. With that graciousness which is a 
part of the sensitive nature of this man, he told 
me at once how badly he felt about it, how unhappy 
an occurrence it had been, and how sorry he was 
for it. I simply said to him that no one was really 
to be considered but the Lord Jesus Christ, and I 
could not imagine His being offended by a mistake. 
Instead of this incident being unrelieved mis- 
fortune, God turned it to use. Again the out- 
poured wine became part of God’s redemptive plan. 

For as we walked arm-in-arm down the aisle 
of the church, my friend said that some day he 
would like to have a talk; some things were trou- 
bling him, and he would like to thrash them out. 
We agreed on the following Wednesday, for lunch 
together. It turned out to be a scorching hot day. 
After lunch, we made our way back to the old 
Rectory. In a cool, closed room we talked. And 
this was the gist of his story; he tells it himself: 

“When I think over my life I am strongly im- 
pressed by its lack of codrdination; by the sup- 
pression of most of its worthy ambitions and de- 
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sires; by its want of unified purpose. I have felt 
defeated, and in recent years a kind of apathy has 
settled down on me in consequence of it. 

“This defeat has come because I have professed 
religion and have not lived it. I have accepted its 
general teachings as being true, but not its trans- 
forming power within. 

“ The first recollection of my early home brings 
back an atmosphere heavily charged with religion. 
My father, who is a minister, and my mother have 
always had a consuming devotion to religion and 
church work which has left little or no room for 
any other interests, save the life of us children, 
our schooling and social life, and the community 
enterprises in which we were all of us bound to 
have part.” 

One of his earliest recollections had to do with 
family worship, which came as regularly as getting 
up and going to bed. The doubts and waning 
spiritual interest which have come in recent years 
have never been able to destroy the reality of 
those early family devotions. They have stayed 
in his memory, and been always a kind of beacon. 

Another definite recollection brings back an ex- 
perience in the Colorado town where he lived as a 
boy. The family had all gone to hear an evangelist 
in a near-by church. When they returned home, 
an elder brother, who was twelve or thirteen, was 
in great distress. He and his father talked alone. 
After a time the family were called for worship, 
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and his father explained what conversion meant, 
and then they all prayed. It was plain, when this 
brother prayed, that this new experience had come 
into his life. The old lingo was gone. There was 
an original grasp on religion in this boy, young as 
he was. His few broken sentences had in them the 
ring of conviction and personal self-surrender. 
This fact moved the younger brother very much. 
But he said to himself right there that he could 
never make such a display of his emotions. This 
decision to keep all his religious feelings to him- 
self grew more set as he became older, and ex- 
tended to all his other emotional experiences. 
One wants to pause here long enough to say a 
word about emotion and religion. I suppose that 
it is very well to be on one’s guard about the giv- 
ing of free rein to emotion, and I can only remem- 
ber four times in my life when I have been deeply 
and rousingly moved by religious emotion. But, 
in the fear that emotion shall seem to register a 
reality which is not present, do we not forget that, 
as J. M. Robertson’ says, ‘‘ There is no process of 
reasoning which fails in its throb of emotion in the 
exact degree of its depth and clearness” ? Or, as 
Benjamin Kidd’ says, “It is the control of emo- 
tion, not the absence of it, which is the mark of 
high civilization. Other things being equal, the 
higher and more complete the individual or the 
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people, the higher and more complete the capacity 
for emotion.” I think we could well dispense with 
some of our characteristically modern self-con- 
sciousness about emotion, and face with common- 
sense the fact that it is not the element of naked 
rationality which moves men to live greatly and for 
high ends, but rather the element of concern. The 
urge of power is the capacity to care. 

This man felt the all-consuming fire of his par- 
ents’ religion which made them very sensitive to 
wrong in others, so that to do something wrong 
and displeasing to them would not only cut him 
off from their confidence but would also bring great 
pain to them. Consequently, his code of morals 
became a matter of pleasing them. Religion for 
him was doing what they wanted him to do. And 
so naturally religion began to seem like a constant 
source of limitation, a cramping and confining of 
himself. It was a question of serving man who 
looketh on the outward appearance, instead of God 
who looketh on the heart. It was a matter of code 
and precept, rather than intention and desire. 

I believe that most conscientious Christian par- 
ents would deny that this situation exists in the 
training of their own children. Yet I am sure that, 
in many cases, this is where the matter stands. 

Now he has come to agree with these early stand- 
ards in the majority of questions, but it was not 


until he was able to determine them for him- 
self, 
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“When I was sixteen,” he tells us, “I left home 
for a long tour of the country. I played the piano, 
and travelled for nine months. When I returned 
home it was with a keen desire to be a fine mu- 
sician. My family had moved to a great city. The 
boys of the neighbourhood were more developed 
than I, or at least more grown-up. They went as 
they pleased to dances, theatres, and parties. 
They thought only of amusement and girls. Just 
as my religious instincts had been bottled up so 
far, now I felt that intense interest in music was 
a thing which could not be shared with the boys 
and girls whom I knew. 

** As was said of Charles Lamb at school, ‘ while 
others were all afire and play, I stole along with all - 
the self-concentration of a young monk.’ ” 

It was not until he was nineteen that he went to 
a great city and established his own mode of liv- 
ing. He made a few friends, studied intensely, and 
yet wondered why he was so dissatisfied with life. 
A love affair went on the rocks, and this com- 
pleted his misery. A change had to be made. 
After days of work and nights of agony and sleep- 
lessness, he decided to enter a profession. 

The fraternity question soon arose after he got 
to college. Five young men had started out twenty 
years before to found a fraternity which should be 
characterized by clean living, good scholarship, a 
democratic spirit, and participation in the worth- 
while activities of the university. From the first 
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this organization was a success. Swearing and in- 
decent stories, even dancing and smoking, were for- 
bidden in the house. Almost all the men were from 
Christian homes. Some were embryo ministers. 
Others were solid, stalwart country lads, with lit- 
tle desire at first to enter into the whirl of a large 
co-educational institution. 

“ But during my college days a great change 
took place,” he relates. ‘‘ Some of the younger 
alumni thought we were wrong, to try to be dif- 
ferent from other fraternities—prudish, hypocrit- 
ical. We started a petition to be admitted as a 
chapter of a well-known national fraternity. We 
held smokers for our guests. To overcome our 
feeling of social inferiority, we tried in every way 
to be just like the other fraternities. And we soon 
achieved our aim. I can think now of thirteen men 
during my college generation who planned to enter 
the ministry; only two have finally landed where 
they said they were going. God has a plan for 
every life—and when a man dodges it, something 
dies in him. Nothing adequate happened to dis- 
suade those men from their first purpose; it came 
from a slump in morale, pure and simple. Who 
can estimate the loss of idealism and spiritual 
power in the other sixty or seventy members of 
that fraternity during my generation in college? 

“College left me in the air. Music had been 
most successful. I did not know whether to enter 
the ministry or go into music. I thought I should 
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compromise—on church music. So I went to New 
York to continue study for a couple of years. I 
resolved that if I felt a strong urge towards the 
ministry after giving music a real chance, I would 
change over. Music took every minute of my time. 
When a man is busy he is supposed to be happy, 
but the old fits of depression kept coming back. I 
still seemed divided and inwardly uneasy. Some- 
thing was still being stifled within me. I was un- 
happy. And sometimes I seemed useless.” 

I seem to remember the brilliant philosophic 
summary of The Gentleman with a Duster that 
we need “ the Greek element in our minds, the Puri- 
tan element in our characters, and the Christian 
element in our souls.” I think it a very profound 
judgment upon the best elements in our moral 
discoveries through history. The subject of this 
sketch is in love with beauty, and has been for 
years; and with a widely awake and appreciative 
mind, I think he may be fairly said to have 
achieved the Greek element in this sense. It is to 
me heartening to know that there are many homes, 
especially through the western part of this broad 
land, where the best elements of Puritanism are 
found still to obtain; I have watched the sons of 
households like that, in schools and colleges, for 
some years past, and they are generally the back- 
bone of the institutions where they go. Puritanism 
after all is nly a form of that restrained and rea- 
sonable asceticism, plus a Christian sanction behind 
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it, which every man needs to practice if he expects 
to be disciplined at all. 

But the Greek element easily slips into dry ra- 
tionalism or antinomian worship of beauty. And 
the Puritan element readily becomes stiffness and 
legalism and harshness. The two have often been 
found at enmity with one another, a thesis against 
an antithesis. We need a synthesis to fuse the 
two. And “the Christian element in our souls ” is 
the synthesis. I take this Christian element to 
mean a kind of grace of humour which is funda- 
mentally a sense of proportion, a gentleness which 
is both strong and firm, a strenuousness which is 
soft-hearted, a certain willingness to sit loose to 
life which yet does not smack of compromise, a 
certain power to see the other side of things which 
yet does not topple us off our base, that something 
which comes to a man who has learned to look out- 
side of himself for his final sanctions and stand- 
ards. It is the thing which the real saints have 
something that holds opposites in equilibrium, till 
life becomes at once a poise and a harmony. This 
our friend lacked when we left him at the close 
of the last paragraph. And this is his own account 
of what followed during our talk: 

“In a few minutes I had told my new friend 
of my dissatisfaction with life, my unfulfilled de- 
sires. I saw that religion might become so absorb- 
ing as to be almost violently attractive. And I 
knew that I needed more of that kind of religion. 
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He told me of the moral and personal reservations 
he had made in his own earlier life, and the great 
change which had come when he voluntarily sur- 
rendered these in order to follow Christ. In a few 
minutes my troubles had been simplified and re- 
solved themselves into the need for one small but 
momentous act—the giving up of every vestige of 
personal ambition, or my own plans for the future, 
and then going to God to ask Him if He would 
take charge. I was willing to try this New Way. 
In that old empty room—become suddenly full of 
significance for me—we knelt down to pray. I 
had prayed countless times before with other peo- 
ple; yet this time I hardly knew what to say. The 
old lingo of stilted and conventional prayers did 
not belong here, would not go here. But I tried to 
let my heart do the talking this time, and to ‘ com- 
mit my way unto Him’ that He might guide the 
whole future, and have utter and absolute charge 
of my life. When we finished, I got up feeling 
light-hearted and free, for the first time. 

“Tt seems to me that one must surrender,” he 
wrote ten days after his conversion, “all over 
again every day. I am trying to keep the peace 
of mind I felt after talking with you that day, and 
to make it permanent. I am having the most 
worth-while visit at home I ever had. I think it 
has been my feeling of independence which has 
separated me from my family on former visits. To 
conquer that is my biggest battle now,” 
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Later he talked with three of his friends about 
giving God a chance. One of them, whom he had 
been after for a long time, seemed more hopeful 
than ever before. One of them wants to go to 
work for Christ at once. 

In his old church in Chicago he was able to talk 
to the Young Men’s Club about the vital experience 
he had had, and to speak with one or two individ- 
uals. For the first time he could tell them in an 
enthusiastic way of a religion they come to church 
to find, but really refused to accept and to live. 

In the autumn he returned to his music in New 
York. He has been promised a great future in it 
by those competent to judge. But there are two 
great loves in his life—music and religion. In the 
one he is assured a place of success, leadership, 
remuneration. In the other, he steps into some- 
thing almost unknown, so far as his own leader- 
ship is concerned. Slowly the issue has had to be 
drawn between the two. The quick judgment of 
the world would be to take the line of least re- 
sistance and assured capacity, and stay in music. 
But there is an objective side to be considered, too. 
Does the world need music to-day quite as much 
as it needs religion? Just take one unit of honest 
man-power, where is that unit most needed? For 
the position of a man like this in music there will 
be a dozen applicants, scrambling to have it. For 
the position in the ministry, there may be none. 

One day he came in to talk, sorely torn between 
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the two calls. Music had a terrific hold on him. 
Into it he had thrown himself with intelligence and 
passion. God had a terrific hold on him, and in 
the deeps of his heart he longed to bring men to 
his own Saviour, to help them find the release he 
has found. By his musical friends he had been 
given all the conventional arguments; he wanted 
the arguments for religion. I put forward the ob- 
jective need—nothing else; and we agreed that 
finally it was between himself and God, utterly 
without human influence or interference. # 

He went away, almost in darkness. Alone with 
God he faced it all out, sought and found leading 
and guidance. In his own soul, there was but one 
course, and that was the ministry. He would take 
it. He wrote a courageous letter severing a musical 
connection. When I saw him afterwards it seemed 
to me he was like a man who had broken an en- 
gagement with a girl he loved because he knew she 
was not the girl for him to marry: it was a brave 
thing to do, but it cost—like the Cross. The mark 
of terrific and intense suffering was upon him. 
Those who saw him that day knew better than we 
had before what Jesus meant when He said: “ He 
that forsaketh not all that he hath, cannot be my 
disciple.” 

But that afternoon the clouds began to break 
away, and the day began to shine. The weight of 
his decision fell away from him, and in its place 
a great, comforting peace settled down. He has 
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had no question of the rightness of his decision. 
The calm of his own heart is witness enough, the 
fresh springing of a new enthusiasm. Music will 
always be his servant and his friend, though it 
could not be his master. He will use it for Christ; 
he could not substitute it when God called him to 
another service. Because he made such terrific 
and real sacrifice, his message will be a deeper mes- 
sage than it could possibly have been without it. 
He will call men to heroic surrender for Christ 
with a conviction and a power which only a 
mightily surrendered man can have. God some- 
times asks of men the most that they can give. 
Blessed is the man who answers with his life! 

Is it not a thrilling thing to know, not alone that 
Christ can reach down into the haunts of secret 
evil and lift up the lives that have sunk to the 
bottom, but that He can also come into the life 
of a nominal Christian like this, and release him 
from the clutch of a dogged and law-governed re- 
ligion into the liberty, the glorious liberty, of the 
sons of God? Thank God for the power of Chris- 
tianity to rescue drunkards and house-breakers 
and drug-fiends—but thank God, too, for its power 
to take a refined and conscientious man, a gifted 
musician and a theoretical follower of Christ, and 
make of him a tireless defender and advocate, and 
a gracious witness—with something of the sweet- 
ness of nature, the appreciative understanding, the 
zest for life, of St. Francis himself. 


XI 
THE LADY OF GRACE 


hb | O one really knows the power of religion 
till he has seen it take a middle-aged 
person, who has nibbled round the edges 
of reality for years, and lead such a one into the 
center of it, almost at a jump. 

The Lady of Grace began coming to Sunday 
morning services. She was of another denomina- 
tion, and her church was without a minister. She 
had heard about us from a mutual friend of ours, 
in evangelistic work, and she was not sure she 
would return to her old church. I make it a prin- 
ciple never to draw anyone away from another 
church—local or denominational; the first move 
must come from them, and the last. Poaching 
on other men’s preserves is a very poor way to 
take game for your own church. But she kept 
coming. And, unlike a good many who listen, she 
thought I really meant what I said about people 
being able to hear God’s voice if they listened, 
and about influencing other people for Christ. 
There was nothing new in the ideas—she had heard 
them always—but she began to wonder what would 
happen if she should expect things like that really 
to take place in her own life. 
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One day she asked me to lunch with her at her 
club, with a charming woman from India, whom I 
had met in the Near East. She was one of several 
famous sisters, all of whom are doing notable serv- 
ice for their country and for Christianity. In her 
pink sari, she drew much attention from others in 
the club; but only the two of us knew the distinc- 
tion and ability which belonged to this doctor, who 
spoke English rather better than we did, and who 
seemed driven by some high passion within to 
learn all the best and latest that western medicine 
could teach. 

When she was gone, the Lady of Grace told me 
what her connection with this woman had been. 
It seems that, many years ago, the sister of this 
Indian lady, herself the head of a school in India, 
was travelling in this country. In New York these 
two had met, and became good friends. The In- 
dian lady had the same high passion within her 
heart that her sister had, only it lay in the direc- 
tion of education and of making Christ known to 
individuals. They talked many times. And one 
day she asked the Lady of Grace whether she 
would make a definite decision to follow Christ— 
and the reply was that she would. Through weeks 
this ever-deepening relationship continued, and all 
the wealth of inner experience which the years had 
brought to the Indian was shared with the Amer- 
ican. They read their Bibles together, they prayed 
together, and they talked much of the things of 
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the Spirit. It was the turning-point for the Lady 
of Grace, so far as frank and outward allegiance 
to the Church of Christ was concerned, and the 
commitment of her spirit and her affairs to Him. 
Touch between these two has never ceased all 
these intervening years; letters go back and forth 
regularly, with all the warm gratefulness of a true 
and abiding relationship. And the symbolism of 
what may yet flow back into our western life from 
Christian India is not the least beautiful aspect 
of this meeting. 

When she was done telling me this story—and 
she did it with great shyness but great beauty—I 
told her it was the basis of a message. She ought 
to share it with others. ‘ You are the first person 
I ever told that story to,” she said. ‘It is too 
personal to share.” Said I: “It is too good to 
*keep.” 

She had been coming for the Thursday Evening 
meetings, and I hinted that it would help someone 
there. ‘I never could do it,” said the Lady of 
Grace. But, all the same, when Thursday even- 
ing came, she was there. And when a lull came in 
the conversation, she began. She told the little 
company of sympathetic listeners by what means 
she had found Christ. Her tongue was dry, and 
she was nervous inwardly—but she did not show 
it, and was so good-humoured about her own dif- 
fidence that everybody was won to her at once. 
Two people especially told her how her talk had 
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helped them, and they wanted to talk further with 
her. Those who are accustomed to associate the 
loud assertions of certain kinds of evangelists with 
“talking about religion ” would be agreeably sur- 
prised at the effect of this kind of witness-bearing. 
It is all so natural, in such good taste, seasoned 
with the salt of laughter, and unspoiled by thread- 
bare phraseology. It just comes up straight out of 
life—it rings true, and it goes home. 

It will not be difficult for those who know the 
simplest things about psychology to realize the 
possible effect of this beginning upon the spiritual 
life of a woman in middle life for whom religion 
has so far been praying, and church-going, and 
somewhat impersonal good works. It opens up a 
whole new area, the area of human contacts all 
charged with the potentialities of witness. For so 
many, religion is listening to someone else. Try to 
get the average congregation, even in a special serv- 
ice, to answer a question, to ask one, to give any 
sign of human originality, and you will know what 
I mean. Religion is the parsons’ business; the, 
laymen are to listen and provide the money. No 
wonder there is so much stunted growth, so much 
stagnation, in religion. People need an outlet. 

One does not want to minimize what those first 
years of discipleship meant; they sweetened this 
woman’s life, and she contributed something, 
through gifts and work, to others. But it never 
brought inward radiance and happiness, it never 
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reached her own sister with whom she lives, it left 
her a spiritual dependent—and God never meant 
her to be a spiritual dependent, but an active and 
creative worker for individuals. We calmly leave 
people like this in their unwelcome second-gear, be- 
cause we have not the courage to say to them that 
something ,better is expected of them. We say 
that everyone “has not the gift” for witnessing. 
But how do we know? A gift may need to be 
provoked by contagion. A tiny touch of fire set 
alight what had been smouldering for a long while; 
at any rate, the Lady of Grace herself looks back 
upon what began that evening as almost a whole 
new conversion. 

One Sunday morning, after church, she spoke to 
me, brimming with joy. ‘“ I have heard you people 
talk about guidance, but I never got any till this 
morning,” she said. I asked her what it was. 
“““ Go work to-day in my vineyard,’ ” she said. And 
it had to do with her feeling of hesitation in open- 
ing up the question of real religion with people 
she met. Her sister began coming regularly with 
her—formidable at first, except for a twinkle in 
her eye which made me feel she understood, and 
would some day “come round.” And most won- 
derfully she has. The Lady of Grace told many 
people about us, brought them for services and 
Thursday Evenings. 

When it came time for our Mission of Personal 
Witness for Christ, and we wanted four or five 
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laymen and lay-women to speak each evening on 
their own experience of Christ before two hundred 
people gathered in church, she was one of those we 
wanted. She did it beautifully. She had never 
felt she could speak in public, least of all about 
personal religious experience. But she was doing 
it—and people were listening. And then some of 
her friends began to say that the Lady of Grace 
had “ got religion,” and was “ going about all over 
the place talking about it.””, But she smiled at that, 
‘ because it was not true; and she knew it was a kind 
of back-handed interest on their part. She is the 
soul of tact; I cannot imagine her ever saying a 
gauche thing, or being insensitive to a situation. 
Some people just don’t want to be disturbed. It 
is upsetting when a conventional Christian gets on 
fire. It is especially upsetting to the other con- 
ventional Christians. 

This kind of thing has got to penetrate into the 
recesses of all church-work and all routine activi- 
ties. We always have a rummage-sale every win- 
ter. Now, of all the uninspiring ways of rais- 
ing seven hundred dollars, a rummage-sale seems 
to take the lead. But some of us had guidance that 
that rummage-sale was to be “a witness for 
Christ.” This may seem strange guidance about a 
gymnasium full of old shoes and hats and raincoats 
and dilapidated lamp-shades and _ impossible 
chromos. Yet such it proved to be. 

The doors were opened. After the selling had 
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begun, one of the women who had been just in the 
fringes of our work, touched by it but not trans- 
formed, came in. She was making her rounds from 
table to table. She knew the Lady of Grace so- 
cially, and liked her. And right beneath the hang- 
ers of old clothes, they fell to talking. Before 
very long, the Lady of Grace asked her if she did 
not want to make a full surrender of her life to 
Christ. She said that she did, and that she wanted 
to do it then and there—which she did! And next 
day the rummage-sale was opened by the chair- 
man telling of a miracle the day before, and pray- 
ing that God’s Spirit would be amongst all the 
workers. I do not know that we sold any more 
things, and I know we raised only about the same 
amount of money as the previous year—but I have 
the feeling that that money went a little farther. 
And I know that there are some people who are 
not so sure as they were that “the work of the 
Church is one thing, and ‘ mysticism’ is another.” 
Both might be better if they rubbed shoulders 
more often. 

A few days ago the Lady of Grace told me of 
being asked to tea with a friend, also a member of 
the church, to meet and talk with a woman who 
needed and wanted help. And she had the oppor- 
tunity of sitting quietly in a drawing-room over the 
teacups, and telling of what had come into her own 
life through the liberating power of a propagating 
Christianity. This is far from the footless argu- 
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mentation which constitutes “talking about re- 
ligion ” for so many of us; this is prayerful at- 
tempt to find out where people are, and intelligent 
effort to carry them beyond themselves into a stir- 
ring and remaking experience. This is bringing 
religion right down into “ ordinary life.” This is 
the way in which Christianity got started in the 
first place. 

There have been recently from her costly acts 
of sacrifice, gifts of jewels and money, for Christ’s 
work. She faithfully takes her place in the life of 
the church. But the really inspiring thing about 
the Lady of Grace is that we can call on her at any 
time, to go anywhere, and talk to anybody—and 
she will break every hindrance to go; and I know 
that in all she says or does, there will be no mis- 
impression given of the Master. Something holds 
her true. It is more than sense, it is deeper than 
courtesy. It is grace. 

She has found Christ by learning to give Him 
to others. 


XII 
IN THE GAS-HOUSE DISTRICT 


VER to the east of us, near the river, is a 
() section of the city made up of two worlds. 
In it live old and stable families, many 
of whom have made it their neighbourhood for 
two or three generations, untouched by the cur- 
rents of tough life which swirl about them; and in 
it live also a floating population of needy men, 
wastrels, drunkards, dope-takers, who live a few 
nights in a lodging-house and then take their way. 
It is the temper of the day in New York to 
think that unprivileged people must be reached 
through settlements and recreational activities, 
through swimming-pools and educational classes; 
and that any population which is not sufficiently 
permanent to take part in community affairs of 
this sort has to be left out of account. 

In East Twenty-Third Street we are making a 
deliberate attempt to reach that neediest element 
of transient population, the man who is down and 
out. The appeal is a religious appeal, not a social 
nor ethical one. In a clean, plain hall, set with 
rows of chairs, and dominated by a great wooden 
cross on the front wall, a man who was once him- 
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self a prodigal son of a loving and forgiving father j 
night after night gives the message of salvation 
through Jesus Christ. There are loud and cheerful 
hymns, and then follow the testimonies of men 
whose lives have been changed—stark and dra- 
matically simple stories of human transfigurement 
through Christ. A clean collar and a decent suit, 
and usually a job, are among the outward and 
visible signs of this inward and spiritual change— 
signs which exert a normal and quite just appeal to 
the newcomers, who sit needy and bewildered and 
wondering whether the Man they are hearing about 
can do anything for them. At the close of the 
service those who want prayer, or who mean to 
begin a new life, go forward and kneel at the front 
bench, while someone prays earnestly, with all 
heads bowed, for God’s power and help. A few 
tickets for beds and food are given to the neediest. 
Upstairs live a dozen men who have begun the 
Christian life in earnest. 

Into Calvary Mission there came one night a 
man who had been released that day from prison. 
This is his own story: 

“I was born on the lower East Side of New 
York. My parents were both deaf-mutes, and my 
father was a cobbler. I grew up playing around 
race-tracks, and learned to gamble and steal. At 
thirteen, on Thanksgiving Day, I was put into the 
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House of Refuge. I attended church, studied my 
catechism and was baptized and then confirmed in 
the Episcopal Church. After I got out I went to 
church some, but it was always to beat the Lord, 
or the parole officer. 

“Before parole was up, I stole $200 from my 
grandmother, and went to Boston, where I was 
caught and put in prison. 

“ For twenty-five years I have lived a checkered 
career, stealing, gambling, drinking, beating my 
way around the country. I did not have any 
thought of man, beast or child. I spent quite a 
number of my years in prison. Last Christmas 
was my first Christmas out of jail for twenty-seven 
years. 

“When I got released on June 25, 1926, I went 
to Calvary Mission. I went forward and knelt for 
prayer. I hadn’t said a prayer in fifteen years. I 
didn’t only ask to be saved from drinking, but 
stealing and all the things that went along with 
the sinful life. I gave my heart to Christ that 
night. 

“ After my conversion I kept praying continu- 
ally. I had to pray. I wasn’t out of jail a week 
till I hooked on a steady job. I pulled freight 
when I was in no physical condition for it, but I 
had faith to carry through, and I did. From being 
a habitual drunkard, now I work in a water-filter- 
ing plant! I have been wonderfully blessed. I 
haven’t lost three weeks’ work this last year on my 
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own account. As for drinking, I have no desire 
to drink. There were worse things than drink, but 
I have overcome them. Sometimes I have come 
down the street most tempted by things. I shake 
my head like a bulldog, and they drop away. I 
want to praise God for His kindness and every- 
thing He has done for me these last twelve 
months.” 

The Gospel is a great contagion. In any life 
where it comes to rest, it stagnates. A Christian 
who never takes the offensive, a Christian defen- 
sive only, is a Christian petrified. This is all ten 
times more true when men live in neighbourhoods 
and atmospheres hostile to religion; they must 
dent the atmosphere, or it will dent them. 

One day he met an old pal of the bad days, just 
outside the Mission, who said, ‘‘ I am going down 
to see if I can’t get a couple of drinks.” He turned 
the conversation, and set its pace by saying, ‘‘ Why 
don’t you come in here to the Mission to-night? 
This is where my life was changed.” The sureness 
with which he spoke, the obvious happiness in his 
face, moved this friend of his; and all through the 
day he kept wondering what had made all the dif- 
ference. 

That night, at the Mission, this companion in 
crime became a companion in Christ. He listened 
transfixed to the testimonies of changed men. 
When the invitation was given, he went forward 
for prayer. He had tried everything, cures and 
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institutions and resolutions, and nothing had 
worked. He had been a complete unbeliever about 
religion; he would fight, or walk away, when re- 
ligion was mentioned. But the Christ who could 
change these men could have him. He made his 
decision. This is his own account of what hap- 
pened: 

“T came to Jesus. He has meant everything to 
me. He has given me a desire to pray, to have a 
good feeling towards all, to acquaint someone else 
with His keeping power. I feel I owe something 
to Him. No matter what I did, I could not repay 
Him. If it came to a choice now, it would be much 
harder to give up this life I am now living than it 
was to give up the old life.” 

Some time ago two girls came to join the church. 
Their family life was unhappy, and they had left 
home and come to New York to make their own 
way. One of them had felt “inferior” in High 
School; she hadn’t made a good flapper. She 
thought girls in New York who worked would be 
busy in offices, instead of thinking about boys and 
movies and being popular. But she found them 
after hours very much like the girls had been at 
home; and she still felt out of it. New York swept 
on round about her, and she was lonely and de- 
pressed. 

Her sister had been coming steadily on Thurs- 
day nights, where she had found her great experi- 
ence of surrender through “the Fool for Christ,” 
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and she had been to the Mission. She thought it 
might rouse her younger sister out of her depres- 
sion to see the need of some of the men, and she 
took her down one night. There they prayed, and 
this younger girl gave her life to Christ. There is 
something extraordinary about a young working 
girl who can find no joy in making good in her 
work, or in the company of her friends, finding it 
finally in a place where desperate need waits on 
God. She tells of it all with the radiant joy of 
one who has found hope in a dark hour, who has 
been the recipient of a great deliverance. And 
always she gives thanks for Calvary Mission. 

Several years ago there was a young track-man 
in college who had been touched by this message. 
He was popular, full of gay but earnest spirit. He 
was living in New York, and he began to come to 
church. Then he joined a group in personal re- 
ligion. His talk was theoretical—the religious 
patter of a man whose spiritual aspiration some- 
how centers in himself, and who lives in a fool’s 
paradise about the needs of men. He used to quote 
poetry and philosophy to us. He protested he was 
in the deepest sympathy with us—but it sounded 
forced. Somewhere, we could not help feeling, he 
was hanging on to self. 

He heard about the Mission. Dressed like a 
dandy, he went. There he saw men in rags; some 
of them were better than he, richer than he. His 
ego seemed foolish, out of place. Here was reality 
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—blank human tragedy waiting for help. He 
could not expound philosophy nor quote poetry 
here—it would have been like telling funny stories 
to someone who was dying. Besides, they would 
not have understood—and when they don’t under- 
stand they just yawn. He knew in his heart that 
he could not say a convincing thing to any one of 
those men which could pull them out of the hell in 
which they lived. He knew that what the changed 
men had, he needed. He—the college graduate, 
the athlete, the successful young business man— 
was in as great need as any man in the place. And 
with them he went forward for prayer. That night 
he gave up all his self-will and pride, and dedicated 
himself to Christ. Since then he has been a happy 
warrior in the glad warfare for Christ in which we 
are engaged. And he almost always identifies him- 
self, when he speaks, with the men at the Mission, 
by beginning his testimony with thanksgiving: “I 
thank God for Calvary Mission.” 

I think the thing which moves people most at 
the Mission is stark honesty. It is immensely easy 
to avoid facing the facts about ourselves, to call 
“mistakes ”’ what down there they call “sin.” 
They come with frank need, and they hear frank 
witness to a real cure. So long as life holds a kind 
of outward success, evasion is possible—but down 
at the Mission we all feel like failures, for the 
vision of the Christ humbles while it encourages. 

When spirits are sick with worldliness in the 
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church, its deadness, its appalling preoccupation 
with trifles, its terrible ineffectualness in touching 
the life which needs religion most; when one has 
perhaps gone sour within, so that one’s very soul 
feels stale, one would find it tonic to go to a place 
like this. 

Bruce Bairnsfather has called Calvary Mission: 

“ A place, near by, where a Carpenter still mends 
broken men.” 


XII 
THE REFORMATION OF A REFORMER 


N energetic and capable lady came in to see 
A me one day. Her daughter was thinking 
of coming on the staff as a volunteer. She 
wanted to look us over, for she had heard disquiet- 
ing rumours about us—that we were emotional, 
that people ‘“‘ went off half-cocked ” on our kind 
of religion. “I understand,” said she, giving me a 
quick broadside, “ that you are a young person of 
no reticence.” I asked her to sit down, and let us 
talk the matter over. She knew enough of life to 
know that anything, however good, which cuts 
across conventional life is misunderstood and gets 
criticized. I set her straight on some of her facts, 
and we agreed on the need for something idealistic 
to touch the mind of youth to-day and get at its 
problems. 

She is a woman with a family of grown chil- 
dren, and with as much sheer vital energy as I 
ever saw wrapped in one human form. She walks 
as if she is going somewhere. She talks like a busi- 
ness man, knows everybody, has compassed a per- 
fectly huge amount of work. She fairly eats work, 
does it like child’s play. She has raised enormous 
sums of money for charitable organizations, and 
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sat on legion committees of welfare. I should 
think she could move a committee into action about 
as swiftly and efficiently as any man that ever 
lived. She is tremendously competent! 

For years she has taken part in whatever was 
“ practical ” in church-work, finding herself on so- 
cial service boards of various sorts, accomplishing 
financial and organizational tasks with effortless 
ease. She supported the church, and went to it, 
because in general it was concerned in making a 
better world. 

She began to be interested in a better world 
when she was a young girl. Over on the Island, 
where New York’s unfortunates go, a little unmar- 
ried mother had made friends with her. When she 
went again to see her, Susan was not there. An 
old woman in the next bed had a message from her 
which said, “‘ Tell Little Missy about my baby and 
that I wasn’t married. But tell her we was friends. 
Then maybe when she grows up she’ll make her 
friends for what they are, and not look at folks 
for what they have done.” 

Little Missy had never heard about things like 
that, and she tore home without asking for the 
baby. A few days later in school, she suddenly 
thought about the baby, and flew quickly to the 
Island to see if she could find it. But there were 
no records then—some babies died, some went to 
adopted parents. There was no trace of Susan’s 
baby. And Little Missy resolved there and then 
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she would do what she could for the rest of her 
life to make up for losing track of Susan’s baby. 

Whatever, therefore, was going to help babies— 
health, education, recreation—has always been 
near her heart. 

But the personal side of religion, the mystical 
and inward side of it, was moonshine to her. Re- 
ligion was a good thing to discuss and talk about, 
when you felt philosophical; one was to live as 
though one had it, whether one had it or not. Join- 
ing a church has simply meant allying herself with 
the forces of righteousness in the world. Christ 
stood for a better world, for good will, for brother- 
hood and kindness. She believed in those things, 
and practised them on a wide scale. 

I told her that she could not really see what we 
were doing unless she came and stayed with us 
for a bit, and shared our life. She is one of the 
best sports in the world, and said she would come. 
During July we were having what we call a School 
of Life, with a dozen or fifteen people meeting 
every morning and learning how to touch in- 
dividuals for Christ. I asked her to come. 

She joined us, and one of the things which in- 
terested her was the wholesomeness of the rela- 
tion between men and women on this basis. They 
were friendly and personal, without trying their 
wiles on one another. She feels this relation of 
men to women one of the crucial issues of the day, 
and she was interested in our solution of it. There 
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was frank honesty with one another which inter- 
ested her also. One morning, as we were about 
to begin a Quiet Time, someone apologized very 
simply to someone else for having been “a bear 
with a sore head ” the night before. It made them 
“clear,” as the Quakers say, to admit it to the 
person concerned. Then they could pray unhin- 
dered. We talked a good deal about people and 
the way God works with them. 

One day, sitting bolt upright and with eyes wide 
open, she prayed what she says was her first real 
prayer to God. It was a bare and simple petition 
that she should not hinder the spirit of the group 
and short-circuit us. For some time she remained 
detached, an onlooker. She began to believe we 
had found something, something important and 
real. But it was nothing she could take hold of. 
She spoke about the older people getting out of 
the way, and letting the next generation come along 
with a realer brand of religion. 

She came to Thursday Evening Groups. One 
night we had some old-fashioned evangelists there, 
who work in a manner quite unlike our own, but 
who try, none the less, to win lives to Christ. One 
of them strongly recommended handing people 
Bibles, and making use of little mirrors, with an 
inscription on the back, “‘ God so loved the world, 
etc.” “Turn over, and you will see whom God 
loved.” It was an offensive method for most of 
us, and we were rather hard on those who used it. 
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But a week later this woman came in with a real 
confession about the man with the mirror. 

There had been an old German florist in the 
suburb where she lived, of whom she had bought 
flowers and ferns and ivy for years. He had been 
taken sick and gone to the hospital, where he had 
been asked for a reference. He had given her 
name, and had written asking the “ gracious lady,” 
in his flowing German script, to stand behind him. 
She had given orders to her secretary to send a 
check to the hospital every two weeks. A few 
days before this group meeting a check was re- 
turned, for the old man was dead. She had not 
gone near him in his sickness, this pathetic old fel- 
low who thought of her as his best friend whose 
name was known in the village—she had given him 
stones for bread. His plants were good, and his 
cut flowers lasted. She had thought of him in his 
sickness merely as a financial liability, not as a 
human being. For all her thought about a better 
world, for all her criticism of the evangelist with 
the hard little mirror, she had been pretty in- 
human, pretty wooden, pretty harsh towards the 
florist. She saw the impersonalness of much which 
calls itself “social religion,” and saw her own 
failure in her neglect. It cut her to the roots. 

As the days went on, and we saw more of her, 
she began to thaw. The managerial and frighten- 
ingly efficient side of her began to give way to 
something sweeter. She says that she had sys- 
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tematically expelled out of her life all intimate 
relationships but a very few, for she hated senti- 
mental people—they were always taking advan- 
tage of anybody who made too much of a friendly 
advance to them. She knew, and used for her 
welfare purposes, a host of people. But with none 
of them did she cultivate personal ties. Her ties 
with the family were enough. 

All that began to change. I shall never forget 
the evening when she told the group how she had 
found herself loving, almost in spite of herself, 
first this one, then that one, in the group. It was 
a kind of warm something inside her, quite a new 
sensation, which went out and enveloped kinds of 
people she had never even noticed before. This 
development had dawned on her as she kept com- 
panioning with the group. She realized how hope- 
lessly fond of the crowd she was when, one day, 
she went back to the Parish House for something, 
and the faithful old black cook met her smilingly 
at the door; and she says, “ my heart went up and 
down, like a dog’s tail beating on the floor when 
you come home.” Yet she is probably the least 
sentimental human being I ever met! You could 
feel the change which was taking place. She began 
to be an integral part of the groups we held, no 
longer an onlooker keeping out of the way of the 
young people, but actively engaged, as we were, in 
the work of touching individuals. 

She said to me one day, quite calmly, “ You 


THE REFORMATION OF A REFORMER 135 


children have discovered the secret of the uni- 
verse.” 

But the complete surrender of her life did not 
come until some weeks later. Across a lunch table 
she was talking with a friend about the problem of 
someone she wanted very much to help. It was a 
delicate and difficult situation; she needed absolute 
guidance on it, and that meant she must be totally 
surrendered. She had heard much about it, talked 
much, thought much about it. Her friend said 
earnestly to her, “ You cannot help unless you 
yourself are ‘on.’” She rose, and across the table 
she said, taking him by the hand, “Then I’m 
‘on’! ” And at that moment she let go of her- 
self, and gave all to God. 

She believes with passionate faith in God’s 
guidance, and lives her life on it. After one begins 
to live by the intimations of the Spirit, life be- 
comes at times a kind of game to see how often 
one can hear and understand aright, how many 
situations can be solved through this direct under- 
standing. She has taken train journeys which re- 
sulted in timely and creative ties being formed 
between people, just before one of them was to 
need help badly. This lady is as wise as she ever 
was, and as hard to fool. She would not give her- 
self to this new understanding were it not worth 
to her more than the old understanding of the 
naked human mind—if it did not produce better 
and more real results, 
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Have we not done a great wrong to assume that 
hard-minded, practical people must be set to hard 
and practical jobs for God, because they cannot 
understand the deep things of the Spirit, the ways 
in which God makes Himself personally known 
and felt? There was in this woman, hidden by the 
deluge of activity in which she was engaged, a 
mystical nature as vigorous and intense as her in- 
tellectual and executive nature. Yet she has been 
called on to serve tables all these years, and no 
one took thought for her soul. All the while she 
was waiting to find something vivid and real 
enough, to give herself to it with the devotion of 
a martyr! 

She has stopped work on a great many of the 
committees and boards on which she served, and 
has gotten out of them. There is not time for 
everything, and her life is now meant for in- 
dividuals, not for masses. 

Let me tell one story of a life which she beauti- 
fully touched. 

She had a friend many years older than herself, 
a Roman Catholic, a woman of rare charm and 
power, wide acquaintance and devoted public 
service. To her she had looked up, as to a saint 
near to the heart of God. In her the Spirit of 
Christ seemed to find flower. She was altogether 
an exquisite and glorious person, with what seemed 
to be absolute faith. And she was now lying ill 
and suffering upon her bed, dying of cancer. 
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She went to see this friend, and found her in 
an agony of rebellion: ‘Why can’t I die? Why 
must I lie here a burden to everyone? ”’ 

It was a very harrowing picture. She hesitated 
to say anything—and yet she must. For she 
knew that she had the secret. Timidly she began, 
“ Mrs. , you have known and loved Christ 
for all the years of your life; I am about two 
months old spiritually. But I have found that in 
complete surrender of my will to God’s will, there 
is perfect peace, and the solution of every prob- 
lem.” 

They talked intimately and honestly, as only 
the urgency of pain and spiritual desperation 
can make possible. And this elderly lady, this 
saint of long years, said, “I have never given my- 
self wholly to Christ. But I shall do it now.” At 
once came peace. 

Two weeks later she said that she had never 
known two weeks of such happiness. A little after, 
that rare spirit went back to God, purged through 
many years but dedicated for only a few blessed 
weeks, having commended itself to His keeping 
forever. 

I write this story in the home of the lady who 
is the subject of this chapter. She sits quietly in 
the next room with her gracious and delightful 
husband. Uninterrupted is their happy life to- 
gether, which has gone on for close to thirty years. 
Little is changed in the outward mode of life. The 
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house runs smoothly, she sees her friends, she loves 
her children. 

Yet everything is changed. The center is God, 
the sanction of life is His direction, the aim of it 
is drawing others to Him. With her daughter 
there is an entirely new relationship of under- 
standing; she now often waits sensitively for the 
approval of a daughter she has lorded it over for 
years, and whom she now feels spiritually to have 
gone beyond her. This efficient, managing re- 
former of society has become a witness for the 
personal religion of Christ, which changes society 
by transforming the individuals within it. 

This world of ours is full of people who are 
worried about the ills of society, who are doing 
their best to reform and lift and help it. Some- 
times I wonder whether in such a group there are 
not many who are trying to drown thoughts of 
their own unhappiness by attempting to cure that 
of others. There are so many strained and anxious 
social workers, men and women who would, I 
should think, quite exhaust a needy family if they 
went to see them, by their own nervousness and 
weariness. They seem to lack deep springs of in- 
ward refreshment and restoration. They ply their 
rules with scientific precision to human situations; 
but does it not all seem painfully ineffectual some- 
times, shallow, concerned with curing symptoms 
rather than diseases? What can you do for people 
until their basal attitudes are changed? What can 
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change their attitudes but personal faith in God? 
How can they find God except in Christ? How 
can one share what one does not have? 

I would not have a religion which would drug 
the high anxiety of such social-minded people. I 
share it. I glory in it. I feel the same way they 
do about unfair economic conditions, about the 
scalding shame of poverty, about war and race and 
industry. The concern we have for the oppressed 
is the nearest thing we have to the Cross. But the 
Cross were dark in mystery without Christ. Christ 
alone throws light on the world’s need, because, in 
very fact, He takes away the sin of the world. 
He is what this woman needed and found. Christ 
will not drown the cry of human want in our ears 
—He will keep it strident and disturbing. But 
He will fill our hearts full of His own peace be- 
fore He sends us forth to cure the ills of man- 
kind. We must be discoverers before we can be 
messengers. We must be transformed ourselves 
before we have that wherewith to transform the 
life about us. 


XIV 
THE GOOD-NEWS BOY 


OR years he has sold newspapers for a 
living. I had gained the impression from 


somewhere that news-sellers were apt to be 
somewhat unfortunate people, whom life had ill 
used and cast aside to a kind of work which took 
more endurance than ability. I thought of them 
as quite young boys, or old women in shawls, or 
decrepit old men. To find this stalwart the pos- 
sessor of a “stand” surprised me. He is eighteen. 
He has a magnificent physique, a fine brown eye, 
and a most engaging smile. When we first met 
he was throwing away on the races more money 
than I thought a newsboy could make. He made 
an art of selling papers, he knew an astonishing 
amount about practical human psychology, and he 
turned the whole thing into the insides of his 
pockets. 

He comes of an East Side family of northern 
European origin. His father is a waiter in a fa- 
mous hostelry in New York, and has a temper. 
His mother is a fine-looking woman, who has had 
seven children, is endowed with immense natural 
energy, and also has a difficult disposition. They 
live in small quarters, where privacy is next to im- 
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possible. “ Looking back on the situation in my 
home,” the newsboy says, “I can see that the 
greatest thing was missing among us, and that is 
love—love of a brother for his sister, love of my 
father for my mother, love between us boys. Any 
trouble between my parents was argued out in 
front of the children. This made it hard for the 
children to do what they were told, and kept them 
away from the house a great deal.” 

After school hours he had a job selling papers. 
He took in everything that was said and done, and 
went along with the crowd. As he did not seem 
to have any friends at home, he looked for them 
elsewhere. 

He was an athlete and always wanted to keep 
his body fit, so roistering, drinking and smoking 
did not appeal to him; but gambling did. At 
school he had gotten greatly interested in athletics, 
and sometimes represented his school at meets. 
But he was constantly in trouble at home. Hang- 
ing around a poolroom, and throwing his money 
away as fast as it came in, was the cause of most 
of this condition. After gambling and losing,— 
and he says that he “ mostly always did lose,”’—he 
went home, and “if there was any trouble there, 
he was sure to get mixed up in it.” 

When he was about eighteen years old, he began 
to see things differently. He did not like the things 
he was doing. “If I went to my father, he would 
be sorry for me,” he says. “ But the next time we 
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argued over something he would throw what I told 
him in my face and say, ‘ Go out to the poolroom 
and throw the rest of your money away.’ My 
older brother would butt in and call me a street 
bum.” 

During one of these arguments he lost his 
temper and hit his father. He was very sorry the 
second after he did it. He wanted to go to his 
father and say how sorry he was, but somehow he 
just couldn’t do it. 

“A few months later I argued with my father 
and brother,” he relates, “and it ended by my 
losing my temper and hitting my father again. I 
was taken to the police station, but my father 
would not press the charge. I happened to have 
been on the right side of the argument when we 
talked, but when I hit him, that turned it to wrong. 

“Tt was not long after this that I left home. It 
did not seem any new experience to be away from 
home. It was doing me good. I had to look after 
myself, and I gave up some of my gambling, 
though I often slipped back. 

‘“‘ Six months passed, and a New Year was com- 
ing. I knew of my bad habits, and often before 
this I had tried good resolutions, but had failed. 
So on the last day of the year I resolved I would 
go to church. Calvary Church was the only one 
1 was ever in before in New York, and I found 
myself going in that direction. At the corner I 
read a sign saying that the Watch-Night service 
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would begin at 11:15. It was 11 then. It was 
hard for me to go in, I did not know why. But I 
did go in, and entered a pew in the back. Dur- 
ing that service I did not feel myself taking part 
in it; my mind was wandering in other places.” 

After the service, at the door the lad asked me 
whether I ever had time to talk to people. I told 
him that was my job in life, and asked him when 
he would come around. We agreed on a certain 
Monday evening. 

I met him and brought him into the study. He 
was in his old grey flannel shirt, and an old pair 
of trousers, and had been standing in the winter 
wind and cold all day. He apologized for his ap- 
pearance and for his having been unable to “ clean 
up” before he came, and for a moment stood 
round like a wet umbrella, not knowing quite what 
to do with himself. I finally persuaded him that 
the chairs were meant to sit on, no matter what 
kind of trousers he had on. And we settled down 
for a talk. 

It is a thrilling thing to discover a human soul. 
There are more unbelievable surprises, more des- 
perate needs and immense aspirations, locked up 
in a personality than anywhere else in the world. 
To coax a man out of himself, till you know the 
best and the worst; till he is his own real self, deal- 
ing honestly with both his sins and his deepest and 
highest hopes for himself; till he finds that he may 
make his limitations his assets if only he will use 
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them to understand other people, and that he can 
turn these secret longings for better things into 
constructive decisions which will begin to draw him 
towards his own goal—this is the great spiritual 
art. Jesus had that art as no one else ever has had 
it. If we follow very simply behind Him, we may 
catch a little of it from Him. 

I knew in a few moments that this boy was in- 
terested in running. He told me that he was pre- 
paring to run a Marathon. Three nights a week 
he was doing five miles on the streets which bound 
Madison Square, in training. So I got him talk- 
ing about a Marathon. He talked for three-quar- 
ters of an hour. He knew more about running 
than I thought anybody knew, and he thoroughly 
enjoyed telling the preacher something he did not 
know! I egged him on, till he had talked himself 
out. It has taken me a long while to learn that 
the supreme art of dealing with individuals is the 
art of listening. Some of my brethren in the min- 
istry may still need to learn it; perhaps they too 
often take the floor, and talk to an individual, as 
Queen Victoria said Gladstone talked to her, “ like 
a public meeting.” Profusion of advice is no good 
whatever: if you thoroughly get a man’s attention, 
and his confidence, he will give himself the advice 
' you wanted to give him—and it will register with 
him much better. To get people’s confidence, the 
best means seems to be to be interested in what 
interests them. 
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Then we got to his family. He told me all the 
unhappy situation which has been described. I 
have seldom seen in a youngster such a mingled 
attitude of outraged disappointment in his family, 
and the tenderest, gentlest, yearning and loving de- 
sire to stand by them and see them find a new kind 
of life. He told me that he wanted to love them, 
that in his heart he did love them. And he wanted 
to live with them. But : 

Finally we came to himself. I said that for him 
to have anything with which to remedy the situa- 
tion at home, it was necessary that he have it first 
in his own life. This led into his own personal 
problems; and we talked naturally and openly 
about them. I believe that we all need to live what 
my friend Erdman Harris calls “a greenhouse 
life,” such that anyone can look through from all 
sides, and see what is growing there—weeds and 
all. This does not mean that we tell everything 
we know about ourselves to everyone we meet: 
but that we be willing to share anything, holding 
ourselves ready wherever it will help another. As 
it is true that sorrow can best sympathize with sor- 
row, so it is true that sin (or one who has known 
it, and we all have) can best understand sin, en- 
abling another to make a clean breast of it, and 
begin in earnest the warfare against it. 

Having gotten the matter into the open, dealing 
with it not as a curse to be kept shut up in the 
dark, but as a problem to be faced in the light, 
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we could go on to the positive side of the matter. 
It seems to me as fatal to begin with the solution 
as for a doctor to begin with a cure instead of with 
a diagnosis. You have got to find out what you 
are dealing with; or you will be giving chicken- 
pox remedies for cancer diseases. Ordinary re- 
ligious work does not take time for thorough and 
accurate diagnosis, and therefore is very general, 
and a little hazy when it comes to cures. Christ is 
the cure. But how men shall be brought to under- 
stand the meaning of Christ, what doors you will 
open in the man’s mind for the Christ to make His 
entrance through, is a matter which requires on 
your part the utmost care, an exquisite sympathy, 
and a deep sensitiveness' to the guiding of the 
Spirit of God. ’ 

Somewhere in the course of a conversation like 
this—maybe before you get at the question of sin, 
and maybe afterwards—you may find it helpful to 
tell people the story of someone a good deal like 
themselves, preferably someone you know your- 
self, who has had a vital experience, who has col- 
lided with a Christ-filled personality, gotten sin 
into the open, made the great surrender, stuck by 
it, and is now winning others. A picture will do 
more than an argument. Drummond said we do 
not have to prove things to people, but only need 
to let people see things. This is the thing which 
gets hooks into the man’s imagination, and rouses 
him to see concretely what religion would mean if 
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it came into his own life. I told this lad such a 
story, in some detail, and covering in the story 
itself a few of the obvious kind of objections. 

Here I will let him again go on with his own 
story: “ Then came the big question. Was I will- 
ing to give up everything for Christ, to live a life 
as much like Christ as possible? I wasn’t satis- 
fied with everything that I was doing. I hated the 
sight of my brother, and had no liking for my 
father—though I would do anything in the world 
for my mother; it is the human part of a fellow 
to feel that way towards his mother. At first I said 
I would like to straighten things out with my 
brother and father. He said, ‘ Wouldn’t it be bet- 
ter to accept Christ first, and then go home with 
Him in your life, and tell your brother about it?’ 
He was right. 

“T was still for a long time. Neither of us said 
anything. It was not an uncomfortable wait, a 
great deal was going on in my mind. At first I 
said no, but my heart and all my insides were cry- 
ing yes. I was given a long time to think things 
over.” 

At the cenclusion of that luminous silence, this 
boy looked towards me and said what I think was 
a very remarkable thing: “All right—let’s bow 
to it.” It was as though he had said, with elo- 
quence, that all his life the overarching presence of 
the All-Holy had followed him, the merciful track- 
ing-down of the Hound of Heaven, till at last he 
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must yield, and submit himself to the tremendous- 
ness of that divine Love. 

And as he spoke, the tears started from his eyes, 
carrying away in their tiny but powerful flood a 
mass of old unhappiness and blackness, just as 
clean rain washes a dirty street. Those were not 
tears of sadness, but of new joy; symbols of the 
emotion of moving out of false life into true, out 
of staleness and evil and wrong relationships into 
a new dawn of one’s spirit. Then, if ever, a man 
is safe in losing control of himself—when he sur- 
renders control to God. 

When he had finished, I suggested that we go 
down on our knees and ask God very simply for 
His forgiveness and blessing. And we did, each of 
us forgetful of the other, save as we met before 
the Father who hears. This is his own account of 
it: ““ Through my tears I said yes. That was my 
only way out of it. We both went down on our 
knees and gave our lives to Christ. We were quiet 
a while before we got up. I sat down where I 
was before. I could not speak. Somehow I was 
relieved, free, as though a great load was off my 
heart. Jesus Christ was suffering for my sins. I 
would go out to do His work, and live by His will 
myself.” 

We talked for a little on the way to keep the 
New Life. We talked of the daily Quiet Time, of 
Bible study, prayer and listening, and of the power 
of God to lead and guide those who are obedient 
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enough to be led. We talked also of the need for 
early sharing of the experience through which he 
had passed, and bringing others to the same place. 
“When I went out,” he writes, “he gave me a 
book on prayer, how to pray.’ I have used it 
much, and will still need it, as it helps me a great 
deal. When I got out of the house I was a dif- 
ferent fellow. I felt different. It was past 11 
o’clock. I went to see my younger brother, but 
was too late to see him that night. I was looking 
for somebody to tell what had happened to me. 
On my way home I passed the poolroom where I 
used to be found every night almost. I felt I had 
conquered its power over me. That night before 
going to bed I read a little of the book on prayer, 
then I had a prayer.' The first time in my life, I 
prayed with a meaning to it, and thanked God.” 
That was a Monday. On Thursday night I was 
having a confirmation class. That night this boy 
not only came, but brought with him two members 
of his family who had never paid much attention 
to religion in recent years. Some church-Pharisee 
was anything but welcoming that night as they 
came in—as though forgetful that the Lord had 
said that He came not to call the righteous but sin- 
ners to repentance. I thought Christ wanted them 
there, no matter what they had been heretofore. 


1 How to Find Reality in Your Morning Devotions, by D. 
W. Carruthers. To be obtained from Fleming H. Revell 
Company, New York. 
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The boy had brought them—and I knew that back 
of their coming was his own heroic witness where 
it is hard to witness, right amongst his own. 

The next week I was sitting alone, just finishing 
dinner. The bell rang. In came our friend with 
his younger brother, whom he introduced in these 
words, “I want the kid to have what I got.” I 
coaxed them to have a little coffee, and then we 
pushed into the study. They were both due that 
night at the news-stand; in fifteen minutes “ the 
kid” must be off downtown for a new supply of 
papers, and his brother back at the stand. Guid- 
ance came strongly that the new lad should go with 
me to the Mission. I suggested it to him, and 
asked him if he believed in God’s guidance. 
“ Yes,” he said, ““I do. God often guides me, in a 
pinch.” 

It is strange how the elemental and self-reliant 
who forge their own way against odds know this 
immediate working of God; and the civilized, 
sophisticated and comfortable, set round with 
luxury and ease on all sides, find reasons to reject 
it, relying either on the infallibility of their own 
intellects, or those more unheroic promptings of 
conscience which come to the spiritually mediocre 
and uninspired. 

We listened together for direction. Then I 
asked them what had come to them. The younger 
lad said, “I am going to the Mission with you.” 
The older said, “ My guidance is, let the kid do 
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what he wants, and I’ll handle the papers some- 
how.” The Marathon runner set off at full tilt for 
his stand. 

That evening at the Mission when the oppor- 
tunity was given for men to come forward who 
wanted prayer, “the kid” went down with tears 
in his eyes. He knelt down, and I beside him. 
He said, “I want to pray, but I don’t know what 
to say.” Then he and I together said very quietly, 
“Lord, be merciful to me a sinner.” We went 
back to the Avenue after the meeting; and the big 
brother, who had been praying, took me by the 
arm and said, “‘ Did the kid get anything? ” 

The next night was a Wednesday. A little group 
of younger men were meeting at my house, who 
had been coming together all year to talk about 
personal religion. They knew each other well, bet- 
ter than most brothers know one another. I asked 
our runner to come and join us. He could not 
come until after the supper was nearly over—and 
it was not easy for a strange boy to come late into 
this group of entirely new fellows. But one of 
them, peculiarly gifted with the grace of tact, 
said, “ , | hear you run the Marathon.” 
Our friend’s face brightened, and in a few moments 
he was telling to them much of what he had told 
to me, and the whole crowd listened well. In fif- 
teen minutes he belonged to us, and we to him. 
He was wholly incorporated into the group, and 
has been one of us ever since. 
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Soon he grew uneasy about living away from 
home as he had been doing. He felt that if what 
he had was real, it could help him curb his 
temper. And so one night, when we were talking 
he said, “I think I’'ll go home. If there’s no room, 
I'll sleep under the sink, but I am going home. 
And I want to make every member of my family 
a force for Christ.” So he gave up his room on 
the West Side, and went home. 

Things were up and down. Some days went 
well, others went badly. You could almost tell by 
his expression when he came in, how matters stood 
at home. 

On the Wednesday of Holy Week, I had guid- 
ance to go to the house. It was a drenching rainy 
afternoon. As I lowered the umbrella, the mother 
stepped out to meet me, and said she had been 
praying I would come, ‘The boy has been so 
bad.” I listened and heard her through, and then 
turned the tables a little, and asked what help they 
were giving him with his new life, saying that it 
was hard to live a Christian life amidst wrangling 
and fussing—what were they doing to make it 
easier for him? But I knew, too, that the boy 
was somewhere at fault. That evening he came 
to see me, very crestfallen. “I can’t stick it at 
home no more,” he said. 

But finally the story came out. As they sat 
round the table after supper the night before, 
something that had been said enraged him, and 
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by way of an adequate gesture, he took hold of 
the corner of the table-cloth, yanked it with all his 
might, and so flung all the dishes into the corner 
against the radiator! 

It did not take the boy long to see that there 
were better ways to witness for Christ at home 
than breaking up the crockery—he came to that 
conclusion quite “on his own.” The question 
then was what to do next. He was very glum, and 
very serious. Light broke when he said he knew 
he must apologize for it, and would go and do it. 

That night he and his father had the best talk 
they had ever had, and it began with his own con- 
fession. It is strange what a power comes with 
the self-humiliation of abject honesty and un- 
grudging apology. They talked away into the 
night. Next day was Good Friday; and that 
night, for the first time, he got his father to go to 
the Mission. 

I shall never forget the Communion Service on 
Easter morning. The boy had been confirmed in 
March, and signed his inward surrender with out- 
ward acceptance of Christ through the church. On 
Easter Day both parents came with him to the 
service. Neither of them, I fancy, knew very much 
of what the Communion meant. But when their 
son started forward to receive, they came straight 
along behind him. There was very little theology 
in their minds—but they knew that boy had found 
something they wanted. And when he went for- 
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ward to receive something more from his new- 
found Master, they came and knelt with him. I - 
never felt surer of the welcome of the Lord Jesus 
extended to any worshipper than to these two 
seekers at the rail. It said volumes of the real 
inner desires of their hearts. And it said volumes, 
too, of the witness this lad was living at home— 
spite of a few smashed dishes now and then. 

“‘ Next came the time,” the boy goes on, “ when 
I first told my story to a group of fellows. One of 
them told me to come up to his church one even- 
ing, he wanted me to see somebody. I thought 
there was one person to talk to. I found a bunch 
of them, twenty-five or thirty, and I was the 
speaker of the evening! It took every inch of 
nerve I had to tell those fellows what had hap- 
pened to me, but once I started I worked my way 
through to a finish. Then I took a little bunch of 
them aside. And later I talked with two of them 
individually. Speaking to that group gave me a 
new desire to see and help other people.” 

About this time I met again in New York a boy 
at a great preparatory school, a lad with every 
privilege anyone could have, connected with a great 
ecclesiastical family known throughout the coun- 
try. I thought the newsboy would do him good. 
So I brought them together. ‘We were alone in 
a room,” is our hero’s account of it, “and were 
talking about different things, finally got round to 
this kind of personal work. I told him about my- 
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self and expressed myself openly. When the sub- 
ject was switched round to him, the same results 
followed. He spoke openly about himself and of 
conditions at the school where he was. He was 
interested. After a while he said, ‘You are a 
great fellow, and you would be a wonderful help 
up at our school.’ To that I answered, ‘I can’t go 
up to your school, as I must work, but I can go 
there all the same.’ He looked at me in a peculiar 
way, then I finished, ‘ What I got, I will give you, 
and in that way I will go up there.’ It was not 
long after that that he gave his life to Christ, to 
do the will of God. 

“This talk, and bringing him through, brought 
me closer to that fellow than my own brother. I 
had only known him for two hours. When he left 
he gave me his address, and I gave him mine. We 
promised to write often and keep track of each 
other. We are still writing, telling of our experi- 
ences to each other in this work, with the hope 
that we may help one another to work better.” 

One evening our pacer came to the group of 
boys “ to get into the spirit.” He was going off to 
see one of the members of the church, a man 
twelve years his senior, a man of every opportunity 
in life, who had attended a famous school and 
university. This man had been to the Mission one 
night, and came in afterwards and said to me, 
“Vou fellows have got something that I haven’t 
got.” Said I, “Do you want it?” “Yes,” he 
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said, “I think I do. How can I get it?” I told 
him it was contagious, and I would send him some- 
body who had a serious case. “ Whom will you 
send?” I said, “I will send you an ex-newsboy.” 
So they had agreed to meet. 

The boy writes that he “attended the first 
fifteen minutes of the meeting. I told the boys 
what I was going to do, and they encouraged me 
and said to ‘go about it slowly, and make what 
you mean understood.’ I left on my way to see 
him. The appointment was at a College Club. 
When I arrived he was already there. We went 
up to the large sitting-room and selected a cor- 
ner where we would be by ourselves. After 
talking for a while, I said, ‘Is there anything in 
this world that you are working for that is so dear 
to you that you could not give it up?’ I got an 
undecided answer. For he realized, knowing what 
my object was, that if he said, ‘ Yes,’ I could work 
fast, and there would not be much of a way out 
for him. 

“TI told him of other people’s experiences and 
of my own. We talked for two hours, and then I 
said, ‘ Leave me out of the picture; this choice is 
between you and Christ.’ He said he had faced it 
before and had not gone through with it. Finally 
this man said, ‘I will try it to-night. Before I go 
to bed I will try to give myself to Christ. I will 
see how it works.’ ” 

I wish that I could convey to you the mingled 
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gaiety and gravity of this lad as he had set out for 
this interview—his perfect freedom from pride in 
his new life and the doors it was opening into finer 
associations, his intense prayer and earnestness 
that this older man should be won for Christ. And 
I should like to have peered in a window at this 
ex-newsboy, this young East Side athlete, laying 
siege to a graduate of an exclusive school in the 
lounge of a College Club in New York! 

Hardly anybody, no matter how soundly con- 
verted he is, escapes a period of letdown and lapse 
at some time. We call it being “ off.” The old 
life claims payment on our mortgage, reaches up 
out of the past and lays a dead hand on us; we 
get into the grip of the physical; sloth and im- 
purity and self-centeredness come back; we get 
critical of the people who showed us the new life 
and did most to help us find it; we ridicule guid- 
ance, we blame others for lifting us so high up 
when we have of ourselves neglected the practices 
which would keep us there. And our friend was 
no stranger to this common experience. 

About three months after his conversion, he 
failed to come around for two or three weeks. We 
missed him. We prayed for him. Some of us 
looked him up, and found him friendly but silent. 
It was as though the air had gone out of his tires. 
He was flat. In place of the ordinary eagerness of 
his expression was something lack-lustre instead. 
We let him know we were there when he wanted 
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us—but force him, we would not. He must fight 
it out alone. Sometimes he came to the meetings, 
but was negative and gave nothing. Instead of 
pulling more than his own weight, he was a drag. 
This is a time for patience, for thoughtfulness, 
some day perhaps for a sharp, earnest, loving word 
that goes to the root like a knife that lances the 
carbuncle. Once the flow begins, the lapse is 
over. 
The first sign I had that things were right again 
was a month later. Another lad had gone with 
him to camp, and gotten into trouble, and left. 
While there they had had lots of talk together, and 
he had felt this other boy was not living up 
to the profession he had made of Christ. As he 
started for the city again, the guidance came 
strongly and urgently that he go with him. And 
so, taking a day out of his own vacation, and tak- 
ing money out of his own pocket, he took the same 
train, and they both turned up at my house. I 
asked the other boy to explain what had happened, 
and got a garbled tale. Then I asked him whether 
thus-and-so was what he saw happen. “I would 
rather speak to you alone about this,” he said. I 
was engaged at that time, and he agreed to come 
back in the afternoon. I was forced to keep him 
waiting for half an hour in the hall. And I found 
that during all that while he had been crying like 
a child over this other boy. When he came in 
and sat down on the sofa, he told me the straight 


THE GOOD-NEWS BOY 159 


story, still talking through his tears, angry with 
himself for giving way: “I hate to go on like this. 
I never cried yet over getting hit in the face, or 
anything like that. But when I give myself to a 
fellow like I have to him, the best I’ve got, and 
then he comes down here, and doesn’t play you 
square on what happened, I am so disappointed in 
him, I just can’t help crying.” As with Peter at 
the denial, there are times when tears are not the 
sign of weakness but of spiritual concern. It 
stirred me mightily to search my own soul whether 
I ever cared enough to spend time and money and 
tear out my own heart this way for the sake of 
another man. Later this other boy came in, made 
a clean breast of it with fine honesty, and our 
friend took the night train back to the lakeside. 
“Love never faileth.” 

In the autumn he was asked to go and speak to 
a group of young people in Princeton which in- 
cluded some undergraduates. One had come who 
heard that a newsboy was going to talk about re- 
ligion; he had no special interest in religion, but 
this piqued his curiosity. He went. The news- 
boy spoke. After the meeting they got together 
and talked, and the undergraduate made up his 
mind to surrender to Christ. His own comment 
was: “ You can laugh off these big fellows that 
come down and preach in chapel on Sunday morn- 
ings; but you can’t laugh that kid off—he’s got 
something.” That undergraduate has not only de- 
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cided for Christ, but for the ministry, and the 
whole experience came through the newsboy. 
What the future holds for this boy, we do not 
know. I asked him once what he thought about it 
himself, and he said, ‘‘ Once I got a flash to get an 
education and go into the ministry. But it has not 
come again. I think we'll have to wait.” I said 
to him that some stones were better polished, and 
some were better rough—and I did not know which 
he was. He replied that he did not know either, 
but whichever it was he was perfectly happy. He 
wanted to do God’s will for Him, and nothing else. 
I never knew a greater surrender than this lad’s 
willingness to forego the possible rewards which 
might come through some of his new friends and 
associates, and to be content with doing his own 
job well, however obscure the world might con- 
sider it. We shall wait for further light on God’s 
complete will. Where that Will is, there is always 
away. Where He guides, He provides. 
Meanwhile he goes on with his work, looking 
up to God for his direction, looking out towards 
men for his opportunity. All his impulses for 
sport and game are loosed in this absorbing 
activity, all his fight and energy in this thrilling 
and eternal warfare. Religion, far from cramp- 
ing, has freed him, and all his powers are atingle 
when spiritually he is in high gear. Men misname 
who call this codrdination of the whole self in high 
action by the name of emotion, though there is 
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emotion in it; it is something vaster and pro- 
founder, something more durable and more satis- 
fying than any vent that can be given to feelings 
alone. This is rather the fullness of life which 
the Christ came to give in abundance. 

“ Brethren, I count not myself to have appre- 
hended: but this one thing I do, forgetting those 
things which are behind, and reaching forth unto 
those things which are before, I press towards the 
mark for the prize of the high calling of God in 
Christ Jesus.” 

“Know ye not that they which run in a race 
run all, but one receiveth the prize? So run that 
ye may obtain. And every man that striveth for 
the mastery is temperate in all things. Now, they 
do it to obtain a corruptible crown; but we an 
incorruptible. I therefore so run, not as uncer- 
tainly; so fight I, not as one that beateth the air: 
but I keep under my body, and bring it into sub- 
jection: lest that by any means when I have 
preached to others, I myself should be a cast- 
away.” 


XV 
MINSTREL TURNED PILGRIM 


ventional church people, she stands out 

like a tropical bird against a flock of barn- 
yard chickens. Colour, that is what she has— 
what she almost zs, for she loves colour for its own 
sake, and it has filled her with its own hues. 

You are conscious of her presence whenever she 
comes into a room—she is vivid and alive, witty 
and spirited. But you would never have said she 
was happy. She was one of that army of brave 
people who try to stave off looking life square in 
the face by jesting about it, laughing at it, even 
being kindly to others who are, after all, in the 
same fix—in short, who make the best of it. When 
you ask them whether they are happy, they say, 
“ T don’t think anybody is really happy—the thing 
is to play the game.” In her own thwarted kind 
of way, she played the game, played it for all there 
was in it, for her. 

There was a kind of church background. Her 
mother had been a believer, and this girl was given 
a church attachment. She lived in a college town, 
went to all the dances, attended a fashionable 
school. Her father was an agnostic, a lawyer, 
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given to proving his points in family discussions 
with pretty sure effectiveness. She lived a busy, 
active, a happy childhood; was good at outdoor 
sports; loved to read in her father’s library. 

She got her first impression of genuine religion 
from a clergyman who was the father of one of 
her friends. His sympathy and understanding 
and kindliness reflected the spirit of Christ, and 
she loved him. But the ideal which he showed 
her seemed to her so high that she felt it would 
mean giving up all the worldly things she loved 
to do; and for that she was not prepared. She 
saw the sun glistening on the far fields of the coun- 
try of holiness, but the road thither was hidden 
or only faintly marked. She did not know the 
way. 

After her father’s death she spent the rest of 
her girlhood in a boarding-school on the Hudson. 
The next years were darker. There was an un- 
happy marriage, and later the need to earn her own 
living. She turned a fine voice to account, and 
sang in recitals and church choirs. She tried con- 
sciously to get closer to God, whom she knew only 
in a vague and uncertain way—but no one told 
her how to do it. He remained unreal and un- 
reachable; and she remained restless and inwardly 
starved. 

A nervous breakdown from which she recovered 
slowly made life more difficult, and she became the 
somewhat bitter and cynical person whom I first 
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came to know. She covered up her real self, and 
blinded herself to her real problems, by her nat- 
ural gaiety and humour. Taste and style and a 
crisp conversation can fool the world for a good 
while. But beneath it was dissatisfaction and the 
overlaid emptiness of a drum. 

She saw about her many nominal Christians, and 
she felt that a God who was represented by them, 
and by the cold churches to which she was ac- 
customed, was unworthy of worship. The heart 
not only knoweth its own bitterness, but takes it 
out in laying the blame everywhere but on itself. 
She tried to do what was right, but prayer did not 
come with church-going, and she says there was 
no reality in her religion. Through all the activity 
of a life full of pleasure and excitement ran the 
consciousness of a desperate need which was at 
times so bitter as to be almost unendurable. Her 
second marriage was a happy one, and brought 
with it a measure of peace. But the vital urge to 
find something in life worth living for and work- 
ing for with her whole strength—that was her deep- 
est longing. 

One night she came to the group. She saw in 
the faces of some of the people there the sort of 
happiness she had always longed for; they were 
people who shine, who give off rays of warmth and 
inner harmony and strength. With characteristic 
energy and enthusiasm, she set out to find it for 
herself. 
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All alone, in the quiet of her room one night, 
scarcely realizing all that was involved in it, she 
surrendered to God. A terrible restlessness had 
been tossing in her soul; she lay there thinking 
rebellious and mutinous thoughts, and then she said 
to herself, “I’ve tried my way and haven’t found 
happiness. Why not try God’s way?” She did it 
there and then. And through the hours till morn- 
ing she lay bathed in a wonderful Presence, filled 
with unutterable peace and calm. A little while 
afterwards, on a Thursday night, she told of this 
experience. Her witness is always marked by the 
spontaneous humour which has been hers, alternat- 
ing with deep feeling. She began gaily to tell her 
friends what had happened. A man she was danc- 
ing with, whom she had known for years, asked 
her: “ What makes you look so radiantly happy? ” 
And with a twinkle she replied: “Ive got re- 
ligion! ” Then they were off on one of those 
wonderful evenings in which, in the midst of shal- 
low surroundings, people plumb the depths, and 
talk about the things that matter most. 

Wherever she goes, at lunch parties, at tea, buy- 
ing in the shops, talking with the butcher, she car- 
ries the old air of gaiety, but to it something has 
been added—something which makes people won- 
der what has come over her, and wish for more of 
it themselves. She never “ drags religion in,” but 
she finds people “ always want to talk about it.” 
To the joy of life—sometimes a bravely pretended 
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joy only—she has added the deeper joy of God; 
and who is not eager to find the secret of that kind 
of joy? 

“ Since that night of my surrender, I have come 
nearer to God,” she says, “ sometimes with swift, 
joyful steps, sometimes slowly and painfully; but 
I know Him and I love Him, and I feel a singing 
in my heart that tells me it is well between Him 
and me.” 

She has always been a minstrel, a laughing wan- 
derer through the world, giving pleasure to others 
no matter how heavy the heart might be within; 
now she is turned pilgrim, and still she goes 
through the world spreading contagious joy. But 
it is the joy of a traveller, not a wanderer—a travel- 
ler who has found the entrance to the road that 
leads to those sun-lit fields in the country of holi- 
ness where the Good Shepherd feeds His sheep. 


XVI 
THE ENGLISHMAN 


E had come “ out ” to America laden with 

H letters of introduction. And hearing that 

we were by way of transferring our hab- 

itat without warning, he thought it wise to look in 

the telephone book to verify his addresses. Mine 

was one of the few in New York that matched his 

envelopes. So early in his sojourn I had a ring 

from him. He had a letter from a British author 

known to us both, and couldn’t I come for dinner 
one night? 

At the appointed hour I appeared at his hotel, 
and was greeted by a tall, square-jawed young 
Britisher of about twenty-five summers. His ac- 
cent was rather exaggeratedly English, and so was 
his point of view. We sat down to as English a 
dinner in a New York hotel as could be found 
anywhere in London—cold meat pie, boiled po- 
tatoes, salad swimming in vinegar, and fruit com- 
pote to be taken with spoon and fork. Everything 
but vegetable marrow! 

Afterwards we retreated to the roof, for it was 
in the dead of summer, and there, looking down 
upon the river and the lights, we talked of many 
things—of books and travel and poetry and philos- 
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ophy and men and events. He had been here but 
a few days, so differences in custom struck him 
more forcibly than they would do later, and he was 
not afraid to comment on them. It is said to be 
the Englishman’s peculiar privilege to criticize, and 
our friend made full use of it. We were incurably 
materialistic, hopelessly uneducated, and madly 
youthful in our viewpoint. I confess he was a dif- 
ficult Britisher at first. I was torn between scorn 
for his insularity and sweeping criticisms, and a 
feeling that there was something very fine-grained 
and substantial in the real heart of the man. 

From our friend in England he had learned a 
little of the work which we were trying to do. 
This was classified as “‘ evangelical.” I spoke to 
him a little about it, and invited him to come down 
of a Thursday evening to our group for personal 
religion. I thought I could see the mane of the 
British lion stand on end at some of the things he 
might hear, but it might as well be risked. He said 
he would come. 

That night there were a great many new people. 
You cannot get very far in a group whose mem- 
bers know nothing about one another, and I 
thought it was time we had a general introduction 
all round the group—it is a great leveller of walls 
between people, it gets people to show their hand, 
and it makes for atmosphere. So we went round 
the circle, with laughter and good nature, telling 
who we were and why we came and what we were 


THE ENGLISHMAN 169 


looking for. Now and then something personal 
would come out which articulated a common need. 
It chanced that quite a few of those present were 
church-workers, and said so. When we came to 
the Englishman, in a violently and almost unintel- 
ligibly English accent, he ripped out: “ This is all 
very embarrassing . . . I don’t know why I 
am here . . . I hate church-workers. . . .” 
He then went on to tell of graduating from Cam- 
bridge and being out here on business. It had not 
been a very gracious performance, and we were all 
quite conscious of it. But I had distinctly the im- 
pression that this was really no index of the man 
himself. People are often critical of others who 
seem happy because they are unhappy themselves. 
They resent joy in others when they have not found 
it themselves. They lay it to all kinds of secondary 
causes, but one of the things, I find, which en- 
rages many people with this sort of religion is the 
incurable gaiety of it. It is not that they want us 
grave; it is that they have a pain in their own 
hearts. 

As our friend went out, he apologized lamely 
for his rudeness, and nervously admitted the meet- 
ing was “interesting.” Something gentle, almost 
wistful, came into his face when he spoke of “so 
many people talking naturally about Christ.” 

Next Thursday he was back. And the next. 
And the next. He has not missed one Thursday 
since. ‘That first evening he had seemed in no 
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mood to invite him back, but something in the 
joyousness of the crowd, he admitted afterwards, 
drew him. 

One Thursday night he was sitting on the floor. 
Some very real things were said that night, and one 
of the group who had sat near him told me to be 
sensitive to him, for he looked desperately un- 
happy. 

Saturday afternoon the leading came clearly to 
me to get in touch with him. In an hour he was in 
my drawing-room, and we were in the middle of 
things spiritual. He told me much of his early and 
home life. His father is a retired physician who is 
deeply interested in religion and spends much time 
reading theology and doing lay-reading in a little 
church. Religion has always been the climate of 
his life. Yet no one ever took thought for the son’s 
own relationship to God and Christ. He talked 
privately with two clergymen in London: one gave 
him a book and one gave him nothing. “It is ex- 
traordinary,” he added, “ that they do not get at 
a fellow’s real problems. I suppose I have really 
been interested in this sort of thing for a long time. 
But none of them ever helped me to find it out.” 

A few years ago, he tried the ways of the world, 
and cut loose for a bit. But it did not bring him 
any real satisfaction, and he quit it. Settling down 
to business in London, he lived with a sister—but 
he had been terribly thoughtless and selfish. We 
talked of some of the intellectual problems of re- 
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ligion, and weighed the issue of Christ in his life. 
Traditional religion, university education, business 
life in a great metropolis and the companionship 
of interesting people brought to this man no se- 
curity, no settledness, no real discovery of truth 
to live by, no real peace. 

A week after, I asked him down for dinner. So 
sure was he that this was to prove an evening of 
great importance that he had a “ tub ” and put on 
evening dress. Said he: “I should have dressed 
to go and meet a girl. To-night I thought I might 
meet God, so I got ready for Him, too.” 

That night he did meet God. We talked about 
definite surrender of the will to Christ, with all 
that it involved. Something was holding him back. 
Fear—self—tlove of ease—breaking with the values 
and standards of the past. It is an heroic uproot- 
ing which is required, and no wise man takes that 
step lightly. Ten, twenty, fifty years hence that 
decision will still hold. Let a man count the cost. 
Finally with force he said, “I will,” and we knelt 
in prayer. 

No emotion came. Not the slightest flicker. 
He had looked for something momentous, a great 
enlightenment, an opening of the heavens, a vision. 
None came. But in the silence he had given his 
life to God. He wondered if it could have been a 
genuine surrender, for he felt no sudden and mys- 
terious peace. We talked long about it, and dug 
deep to see whether he were withholding some- 
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thing. But he was not. He had honestly given 
God everything. 

Then it must be that God did not mean him to 
experience any emotion. The gift of himself to 
God was all. He had mapped out the kind of ex- 
perience he expected to have, but God did not see 
fit to deal with him in that way. One sees very 
rational and cool-headed people go through a 
blinding experience of conversion sometimes: and 
one also sees high-spirited and easily moved peo- 
' ple go through an experience that seems as matter- 
of-fact as the signing of a contract. There is no 
predicting the ways of God with any soul until that 
soul comes to Him stripped of everything; then He 
will deal as is best, according to need and nature. 

I urged him to make a practice of early morn- 
ing Quiet Times, getting alone with God before 
the day begins its round. And we talked of shar- 
ing Christ with others. 

He is a busy man, in charge of a large manu- 
facturing plant. No man does a longer day’s work 
than he—nor, I suspect, a more efficient one. And 
yet I know of no business man who gives the time 
to working with individuals that this man gives. 
He can always make time to talk with anyone in 
need. 

Let me tell of one man he has touched. 

Some little time ago I called on two sisters, saints 
in the parish, who have devoted years of loving 
service to Christ. I asked after the son of one of 
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them, whose name is still on the record but whom 
we have never seen. They gave me his address, 
told me of his home in the suburbs, said that his 
children went to Sunday School but he never went 
to church. It might have been the story of a thou- 
sand others. He had been a choir-boy twenty 
years ago, and drifted off. Seemingly there was 
nothing to hold him. They showed me his pic- 
ture, and when I left them I asked them to pray 
that we should meet. 

What was my astonishment when, two weeks 
later, utterly without any word from any of us, 
the Englishman brought this man into the Thurs- 
day night group, introduced him by his name, and 
told me he used to be a choir-boy in this very 
church! 

They had met in a morning dip in the hotel 
swimming-pool. Splashing about together they had 
gotten into conversation. The Englishman brought 
matters round, mentioned the church, and the man 
told him of having come here in years gone by. 
The Englishman told of the change that had come 
into his own life, the difference it was making, the 
glorious joy and freedom and power of the Christ- 
life. This man came to seek that same Power for 
himself. Next week he brought his wife. 

Coincidence? That is what the world calls it. 
Providence is what we call it—God—the Power 
that makes for righteousness, the Love that seeks 
us through all our ways, tracks us down through 
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joy and sorrow, through peace and pain. There are 
too many occurrences like this to call it just coin- 
cidence. The world is full of people, if we could 
only mass them together where they would show, 
who have staked their lives on it that life does not 
go by blind chance, but that it is ordered. It would 
be hard to convince pray-er, agent, or acted-upon, 
in this case, that chance ruled the outcome of this 
extraordinary little drama in a vast city. 

Almost all his hours outside business the Eng- 
lishman is giving himself untiringly to touching in- 
dividuals for Christ. There is about him such a 
wealth of sheer animal spirits, such abounding and 
infectious cheerfulness, that none can come near 
him without realizing the presence of some unseen 
Force—for this gaiety is not self-made nor self- 
sustained. It is derived. He does not turn it on 
with a crank—it results when he thanks God for 
the wonder of His mercy. 

The change came through a group of people 
seeking to find and live Christ. All the spade- 
work was done in the group. There his deepest 
conviction developed and crystallized. It was not 
an atmosphere I should have chosen as best fitted 
to convince a graduate of Cambridge University, 
critical to the tips of his fingers, of the power of 
Christ. But perhaps we make too much of human 
and superficial distinctions. They mean very little 
to God. So it is that He takes the foolish things 
of the world to confound the wise. 


XVII 
THY WILL BE DONE 


E has been surrounded always with every 

H privilege——of money, education, social 

position, and personal charm. His father 

is a scientist of reputation, a wit and in the best 

sense a man of the world. His mother is a woman 

of the rarest grace and loveliness. In any com- 
munity they would be at the top without effort. 

After attending one of the great preparatory 
schools of the country, he entered Princeton. He 
was a good student, a good athlete, a capable editor 
on the college daily. But most of all, he was cut 
out for a college success; there was about him that 
indefinable something which draws other men of 
distinction to one, and which means moving at ease 
in the upper set. But sure popularity amongst the 
superior cliques involves an occasional slight to the 
inferior ones; and, being sought of many, he was 
asnob to some. He took an easy way through col- 
lege, drinking at times more than he should, keep- 
ing to the code by which undergraduates mould 
their lives, enjoying himself. 

In Junior year a religious movement on the 
campus had greatly interested some of his closest 
friends. They had come near enough to investi- 
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gate, some near enough to be converted. In a quiet 
way, religion began to take hold of him, also. He 
thought more about it. He wondered in his heart 
about the rightness of some of the things that he 
did. But too much religion would disturb the 
smooth course of things, he thought, and he kept 
a moderate course. 

One day he came in to see me, of his own will, 
saying that he wanted to talk about the ministry. 
He felt an urge pushing him towards it, but still 
he was not sure. I told him of what I had ex- 
perienced in the ministry, of the joy and difficulty 
and reward of it. It was March of his Senior 
year, and there were a hundred others like him in 
his class, debating what to do with their lives. I 
said no more to him than to suggest that, if he 
were sure, he should not delay to make up his 
mind about the ministry and, if that were his call, 
to tell some of his friends about it, for I thought 
there were many of them who might be compelled 
to think of the ministry for themselves if they 
knew that he were going to be a minister. His 
own conscience was busily at work; there was no 
occasion to put pressure on him of any kind. 

And then occurred something difficult to de- 
scribe, difficult to explain to those who see only 
the outsides of things. He went straight to the 
room of one of the younger men on the faculty, 
whom we all knew, and told him that I was driv- 
ing him into the ministry. The professor took the 
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next train to New York, and came to my room with 
hot resentment, and told me that I was putting un- 
due pressure on this boy. It is not hard to see that 
I had happened to incarnate for this young man an 
issue; I had happened to bring up from without 
the conviction that his conscience was bringing 
up from within—and he blamed me for a con- 
science which was telling him to do something 
which he only wanted to do with half of his mind; 
the other half of him kicked against it violently. 

From then on he avoided me deliberately. I did 
not see him; he did not write. 

Somebody once said that St. Paul had always 
produced either a riot or a revival wherever he 
went; so does all vital religion. And sometimes it 
produces a little of both. The movement on the 
campus transformed lives, but it also stung con- 
sciences, and a good many were inclined to confuse 
the inner voice with the outer reminder. The re- 
sult was a good deal of criticism, and to this our 
friend added all of his share. He said some very 
harsh things. 

That autumn he went to law school. And there 
he did well. It was hard work, but there was much 
compensation in the thought of intellectual supe- 
riority. He tackled the work with an added vigour 
because the fact that he was there at all was a con- 
tinuous inward protest against the possibility that 
he might have been at a theological school. 

The following June he came into his room one 
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evening, and found a two-paged article lying on his 
room-mate’s desk, the burden of which was that 
no man could be honest with God about what to 
do with his life until he was ready and willing to 
do anything, to be shown, to surrender to God’s 
will. In the silence of his study, that article fo- 
cussed and sharpened all the issues which had been 
gathering in his mind all the fifteen months before. 
He said it might have been written to him as a 
personal letter. He went into his room, knelt by 
his bed, and gave his life in surrender to God. He 
got up, wrote a letter to his mother, and then a 
letter to me. It was the bravest letter I ever had; 
it ended, ‘“‘ Please forgive me for being the cad I 
have been.” 

During the course of the summer in Europe 
which followed, he prayed long one night for light 
on the matter of his life-work. There came some- 
thing very near to a real vision, and with it the 
conviction that the ministry was his work. He 
wrote me a letter, saying he was going into the 
ministry—and then sent a cable saying he was not. 
He engaged rooms at the theological seminary, but 
he also kept his rooms at law school. He says that 
uncertainty of decision has dogged him ever since 
he was a boy, and that he never heard the Biblical 
description of Reuben without thinking it was 
meant for him, “‘ Unstable as water, thou shalt not 
excel,” 

When he got back from abroad, he wanted to 
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see me. He was still in a fog. The ministry—or 
the law? He had done well at the law. On the 
other hand, the leading had come in prayer for the 
ministry, and the work there did seem more im- 
portant. There were forty-eight hours till semi- 
nary opened. I told him I would not put an ounce 
of weight on any side; I would tell him what I felt 
were the relative needs of the two fields, and their 
opportunities. He must make his own decision 
on his knees. 

In two days he was at the seminary. In two 
months he had met his fiancée, become engaged to 
her, and discovered that even preparation for the 
ministry may be engrossingly fascinating business. 
He felt that if any “ signs ” were wanted, they had 
been provided. 

It was towards the end of his last year in semi- 
nary that I took over the work at Calvary, and he 
was one of the men I most wanted to help me 
tackle what we all knew was a very difficult prob- 
lem in reviving an old church in a depopulated 
neighbourhood. By this time he was married, and 
comfortably settled in an apartment far more at- 
tractive than he could have had in New York. All 
the human urge was to remain where he was, and 
he made one human decision to stay there. But it 
was hardly made before he knew it was wrong, and 
he and his wife agreed to come to New York, be- 
cause he felt within him the deep call of God that 
this was where he was wanted. It took another 
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surrender of self to root up pleasant associations, 
and change a happy work for one which was un- 
certain and surely more difficult. I was then out 
of the country, but he cabled me he would come. 

Through the eighteen months which followed 
our beginning, he kept at his work with great faith- 
fulness. He was untiring about calling, about 
dealing with situations of human distress. He was 
growing in intellectual understanding of what con- 
stitutes a message. Everyone loved him. Out- 
wardly it was such a ministry as any young man 
might be proud to call his first work in the church. 

But something was lacking. Something inside 
himself. For a period of time, he would seem 
fairly to shine with “the light that never was on 
sea or land’’—and then he would slip back into 
methodical and dogged hack-work. He talked with 
people, but they came to no conclusions. There 
was sweetness, sympathy, good sense—but there 
was not power, there was not genuine inspiration. 
Now and then came a flash of it; he spoke well at 
a Mission of Personal Witness about his own spir- 
itual pilgrimage. But in a few weeks he was back 
in the old rut, saying that some of us might be 
gifted with power to win people for Christ, but 
maybe he was meant for more humdrum activity. 
There were periods of great depression, self-depre- 
ciation. He grew terribly discouraged about his 
preaching. At times he even wondered whether 
for him the ministry was not a mistake. 
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His is a nature of such sensitiveness and fineness 
of texture that he needs perpetual encouragement 
from those who are nearest to him. You cannot 
spoil him; he needs to add the estimate of others 
to his own under-estimation of himself to be kept 
anywhere near the truth about himself. For the 
old pride and snobbery have long since gone by, 
and given place to the rare grace of genuine humil- 
ity. It is not easy to preach, whatever it looks like 
from the pews, and it is still harder to risk the 
plunge down into the raw of human problems with 
men one by one. For a long time he remained 
content with second-best. From that position 
many men in the ministry never find the challenge, 
or the way, to extricate themselves. 

But later he began to see where the trouble lay. 
There are three great stages in the spiritual jour- 
ney of a minister—the initial surrender to God’s 
will, the choice of the ministry, and the forging 
of a message which will transform lives. He had 
to be willing to be dissatisfied with merely the 
kindliness of ordinary pastoral work alone, and 
with the sort of preaching which leaves people as 
it finds them, and with living that has no cut to 
it, no biting edge. He despised the conventional 
ministry in others; now he must despise it in him- 
self, and be ready to have done with it. It in- 
volved a fresh dedication more radical than any 
that had come before—and his life had been a 
succession of them. 
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One afternoon during Holy Week, he talked with 
two other members of the staff, and got down 
afresh to bedrock in his life. He bared his small 
prejudices about them and the rest of us, acknowl- 
edging—and so helping to blow away—his small 
counts against us. There were friendships still 
hanging over from the old worldly days in col- 
lege which had never been brought into relation to 
Christ, so that He might work through them the 
miracle of regeneration. He told frankly of his 
fears about himself, his lack of spiritual power, 
his unwillingness to let God use him to the full. 
He saw that in reality he was still unsurrendered 
to the whole of God’s possible will for him. 

Holy Thursday we had a wonderful service in 
the evening. It was Gethsemane Night. We 
thought about our Lord in the agony of the Gar- 
den, giving His life anew to God and to the death 
of the Cross for us. His Spirit was palpably in 
the place—everyone was conscious of it. We felt 
we had come somewhere within hearing-distance 
of His tremendous surrender, “ Let this cup pass 
. Nevertheless, not my will, but thine be 
done.” 

And that night, right in the middle of the serv- 
ice of the Holy Communion, just at the great mo- 
ment when he took the cup into his hands to 
“drink this in remembrance that Christ died for 
thee,” he gave all that was left of his heart to 
Christ in full and final surrender. It shook him 
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to the very depths of his soul, and it was hard for 
him to help with the rest of the service. One very 
near to him saw his face glow like Stephen’s. 

It took just seven whole years for that man to 
bring his life completely into line with all he knew 
of God’s will. He faced the issue of surrender 
first in March, 1920, and he settled it fully in 
April, 1927. It was a progress studded with peri- 
odic reversals to self-erected standards, and re- 
quiring repeated rededications to what he knew was 
right. The decision to enter the ministry did not 
settle the question for him, ordination did not, the 
experience of the work of the ministry did not. 
So long as he consciously withheld from God one 
portion of his mind and heart, so long was God 
thwarted in His whole hope for one human life, 
and for other lives who might have been touched 
through him. To have stopped anywhere along 
the line would have been nearly as much an inter- 
ruption of God’s will as to have refused to admit 
the issue into his mind in the first place. God is 
always waiting for us to do the very best—and the 
very best is giving Him everything. 

The moment the Great Choice was finally made, 
all the lesser problems began to clear up. His rela- 
tion to the rest of the staff became easier, realer, 
more natural—for the sin of unsurrender walls us 
off from men as well as from God, and real sur- 
render opens the way to men as it does to God. 
There came at once into his preaching a new note 
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of the authority of experience; the old tentative, 
hesitant something was gone. 

But chiefly did it change his way with the people 
about him. He suddenly grew conscious, as though 
it had not all been “ intellectually ” known to him 
all along, of the spiritual potentialities of people 
he had wholly taken for granted; and blank, dull, 
static relationships took on creative colour and pos- 
sibility. 

A few days after, he met a young theologue who 
had not found his feet, who was intellectually at 
sea, and had no message for needy men. This boy 
heard him speak at a meeting, and was drawn by 
the conviction with which the younger man told 
of his own experience. He came and asked for a 
talk. Together they strolled away from the meet- 
ing for a long walk in the park. At the end of it, 
the intellectual difficulties had blown away, and 
this student had given his life to Christ in dead 
earnest. Word came from him a month after that 
all worry was gone, and he had begun himself 
“tackling people.” 

The curiosity of a young pagan business man 
was aroused by the assurance with which the young 
minister spoke of “‘ the only way to live.” Human 
congeniality formed the first basis of acquaintance, 
but this was only a bridge to get across to more 
important areas. 

Coming back from a short vacation, he had had 
guidance that he would meet someone on the jour- 
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ney. He met a worldly clergyman, who was 
drawn to him because he talked a similar language. 
Clerics often “descend to meet,” chatter about 
viewpoints, or church news, or methods. Not so 
this time. He waded in from the first, and told 
him about personal evangelism. All evening they 
talked together. And when they left, with a wist- 
ful, unsatisfied aspiration, the clergyman said, 
“That is real religion.” Laymen do not often 
realize the needs of a professional minister, or 
how many ministers lack a definitive experience, 
or how difficult it is to come to grips with reality 
about religion in the life of one whose business re- 
ligion is. To enlist the interest of a man like this, 
and to hear the expression of his desire for a fuller 
experience, is a great testimony to power. 

One of the men in the choir at Calvary felt: a 
new spirit in this man’s preaching and felt at- 
tracted to what he had found. They talked cas- 
ually, and then by appointment. The choir-man 
went off to relay what he had found. He talked 
with another member of the choir, a man who had 
sung in it for eighteen years, during which, he 
says, “religion ran off me like rain off a duck.” 
He had been married for two years, and he fre- 
quently did not go home at night, staying in town 
to drink and gamble. We had a meeting of choir- 
men one evening, and there he made a fresh start. 
He went straight home to make things right with 
his wife. 
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The following Sunday he was filled to the brim 
with enthusiasm, and he must have a talk with 
this minister. After church he asked whether he 
could not come and have lunch with him, and the 
minister told him he would be delighted; for he 
himself had had guidance not to go out of town for 
another possible appointment, feeling that some- 
one needed him here. All the afternoon they 
talked. The choir-man poured out the whole of 
what had been wrong with him, and listened to the 
story of the recent transformation of the minister 
by his own surrender. It may as well be said that 
the relations between clergy and choir-men are 
generally formal if not non-existent; and the in- 
timacy of these two men in the things of the Spirit 
is a fair sight to see. On Thursday the choir- 
man gave a remarkable testimony in the meeting 
as to the new lift in his life for six days. 

I know of no story in this book which ought to 
help people more than the story of this man,— 
aristocratic and somewhat aloof by taste, sen- 
sitive, always ready to disbelieve in himself, 
quickly discouraged, who after long delay and 
many inconclusive beginnings really found his way. 
In the early years of his story it almost looked as 
though God were taking away his liberty and 
autonomy inch by inch, as though he needed to 
drive and belabour himself into dedication; but 
now for the first time, when he has given all with- 
out reserve, does he give the impression of entire 
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freedom. Every phase of his life has been perme- 
ated with this new spirit. 

It will be a great day for the Christian cause 
when the world begins to realize that “ Thy will 
be done ” does not belong on tombstones, but ought 
to be graven into the lives of eager men and women 
who have enlisted in God’s warfare beyond return 
and beyond recall. 


XVIII 
WANTED—ACTION 


| ET us look back a moment—back to the 

time when the Master was trying to fash- 

ion into a unity that could function spir- 
itually, a little handful of rather nondescript men 
whom He had gathered together in His journey 
through our world. What did He do with them? 
He did not teach them formal theology, nor any- 
thing about liturgies and architecture and music 
and big books—not but what some of these might 
have helped them, but just because other things 
came first. He did not make them seem apart 
from the common life of the world about them, fit 
strange clothes to them, or make them a class by 
themselves. He paid attention entirely to the in- 
ner side of them. He left out all the modern para- 
phernalia, and just kept them close to Himself, 
prayed with them, talked with them in the group 
and one by one. He trained them in method of 
attack, whether upon a village like Capernaum, or 
upon an individual like Nathaniel, on whom He 
had His eye long before Nathaniel knew it. He 
taught them,—not by theory at a distance, but by 
doing it—how to lay siege to a city, or how to get 
round a man He wanted to win. 
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They were a very human and ordinary lot when 
He took them; and they were a very powerful and 
extraordinary lot when He was done with them. 
He taught them two great, simple things: the 
need of the people, and His own power to satisfy. 
Nothing else. Nothing professional, nothing of a 
church system. They learned what was in man, 
and what He had to correspond to it, as a key fits 
a lock. Armed with their own discovery of Him, 
their acquired knowledge of human nature, and a 
growing conviction that He was the light of all 
men, they fared forth on their gracious warfare to 
make the kingdoms His. 

Are we making men and women like that? Are 
the things on which the mind of the Church is 
characteristically set to-day the same things on 
which the mind of the apostles was set? Let alone 
the question of our usefully different means, are 
we even working really for the same ends? Do you 
find in the Christians of to-day the same kind of 
fiery enthusiasm, and burning inward peace, and 
readiness to say something for the Master, as was 
in them? 

I must confess that I do not. I find the Church 
busy with the preparation of programmes, elab- 
orately worked out by men sitting behind desks— 
capable, earnest, executive kind of men, but often 
men out of touch with the heart-needs of individ- 
uals. Sometimes it seems to me a high-minded 
Confucianist could carry out these plans almost as 
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well as a Christian. The characteristic thing about 
Christianity, the inward, personal transformation 
of spirit which, at its best, Christianity has always 
required, is almost entirely wanting. It is assumed, 
but it is not provided. We ask people to help in 
carrying out a piece of a plan; but we do not stop 
to find out whether in their hearts they are com- 
mitted to the whole plan of Christ for His King- 
dom, whether they have taken His way of life for 
their own. Thousands of church people, taking 
part in church work, are spiritually unsatisfied, 
failing in their own homes to get along and to win 
the members of their family, quarrelling with other 
church members, spending time over little things 
which really do not matter to the world, with its 
bitter heartaches and its desperate need. 

Many people like that talk to me, and I know 
that this is no exaggeration. Some resent and fight 
against vital personal religion, because it convicts 
and challenges them to give over their tame little 
routine for something robust and requiring of en- 
ergy. But there are many others who are longing 
for something more absorbing and more satisfying 
than they are now being given by their churches. 

What if we could begin to raise up a new type 
altogether? Chesterton says of the Franciscan 
friars that they were “ perpetually coming and go- 
ing in all the highways and byways, seeking to en- 
sure that any man who met one of them by chance 
should have a spiritual adventure.” Suppose we 
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could, with the help of the Spirit, let loose into our 
country a group of men and women, from every 
walk of life, caught by the infection of radiant re- 
ligion, changed and transformed in their own 
hearts, “ seeking to ensure that any man who met 
one of them by chance should have a spiritual ad- 
venture”? ? So that when you touched them you 
got a spark? So that you felt their religion had 
made them not less human but infinitely more hu- 
man? So that the world could recover in them 
something of the astonishing attractiveness which 
must have been in Christ? 

Suppose a few of the ministers and lay-leaders 
were big enough to admit having been on the wrong 
track in about nine-tenths of their activity, and 
having offered people substitutes for the real thing, 
asking them for the labour of their hands because 
we had lost the art of asking them for the dedica- 
tion of their hearts, drawing millions in money 
from them when we do not know how to draw one 
confidence, urging them to help us with the spread 
of a Christianity to the ends of the earth which has 
not yet reached the recesses of their own hearts— 
suppose we scrapped some of this terrifying and 
elaborate machinery, the enormous amount of stuff 
that is written about financial schemes for 
churches, and the organization of parishes, and 
began instead to dig down deep into our own hearts 
to search ourselves; gave up our ambition and our 
clerical “ side ” and our wire-pulling and our party 
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propaganda and our ecclesiastical bickering and 
our place-seeking and our catering to wealth and 
big names, and to what the Bishop was going 
to think if we did something daring, and all the 
rest of the unholy sham of it, and for once got 
down to the business of changing lives one by one? 

Twelve men rocked the foundations of the 
world because they gave everything to Christ. 

Time does not change the law of that kind of 
energy. 

What could a group on the same basis do to-day? 

I wonder. 

No, I don’t wonder—I know perfectly well, and 
so, gentle reader, do you. 
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